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AUTHORS PREFACE 1 


Thf idea of attempting a \eision of some of 
the Songs oi Ohs <>f%Anifttpn h^i \eiy 
tuly occuned to nu , md i specimen of 
my fust untuies m this umfaatikingmay be 
found in # the Dublin Magazine 7 where, m 
the numbei of thatwoik for hibiuaiy 1794, 
appcarcd # a u Paiaphiasc of Amciton's bifth ’ 

1 Extracted fiom tht l^cfacc tt the Col kitted 
Edition of the Poetical Work* London, 1842 
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Author’s Preface* 

* «■ 


Ode, by T. As it taay not be 

uninteresting to future arj^i better translators 
ofy the poet to cjmpaie this schoolboy 
experiment with lay lajer and more laboured 
version of the same ode, I shall here extract 
the specimen found in the Anthologia— 


“ Let us, with the clusteiing vine, " 

The rose, Love’s blushing^flowei, entwine, 
fancy’s hand out chaplets wreathing,/ 
Vernal sweets around us breathing, «. % 
We’U gaily drink, full goblets quaffing, 

At frighted Care securely laughing. 


“ Rose ! thou balmy-scented flower, 

Rear'd by Spring’s most fostering pdwer, 

Thy dtwy blossoms, opening bright, 

To gods themsehes can five delight; 

And Cypria’s child. with\<oses ciown’d, 

'I tips with each Ciiacc the maiy round 

Bindfny bynvs, I 7 , tune the lyre, 

1 ove my laptuious stiamK shall fne. 

Near Bacchus’*?* jpe-cnciicled shrine, 

While\oses fiesh my brows entwine. 

Led by the winged tiain of Pleasures^ 

i’ll dance with nymphs to sportive me*sines " 

r 

In pursuing; furthet this light task, the 
only object I had for some time in \iew was 



Author's Preface 

to lay befoft the B^hrd of*Trinity Colfege 
a select dumber of tlie odes I had then 
translated, with hop*—guggested by ^he 
kind encouragement I had* already received" 
—that they might considei them as deserving 
of some; honour* or rewaid* Having ex¬ 
perienced much hospitable attention from 
Doctor ICearney, age of the senior fellows^ 1 
a man oft most amiable character! as well as 
of refiSed scholarship! I submitted to his 
perusal the manuscript of my translation as 
far as it had then pioceedcd, and lequestod 
# his advicc^respecting my intention of laying 
it befoie the Boaid. On this latter point 
his opinion was suclj 1 as, with a little moie 
thought, I might h *ve anticipated, namely, 
that he djd not see how the Boatd of the 
University could lend thtii sanction, any 
public reward, to wiitings of so con\i>ial 
and amatoiy a nature as aln^pst all 

those of, Anacreon* He veiy good- 
naturedly, however, lauded my tianslation, 
and advised me to complete and publish it* 

1 Appointed Provost of $he University in the 
year 1799, and made afterwards Bishop of Ossotjy, 
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I was also indebted ty him fcr the use, 
during my task, of Spaletji’s curioiA publica¬ 
tion, giving a fausincle of those pages of a 
.^n the Vatican Ifibrary which contain 
the Odes, ol “ Symposiacs,” attributed to 
Anacieon. 1 And heie I* shall ventute to 
add a few passing woids on a point which 
1 once should have thought it piofanation 
tS question, — the authenticity df these 
poems. The ciy laiscd againfi. their 

1 Wlun the monument to Piovost Baldwin, 
which stands in the hall ol the College of Dublin, 
ai rived fiom Italy, theie came in the game* 
packing case with it two copies of t*»is work of 
Spaletti. one of which was presented by Di. 
Troy, the Roman Catholi airhbishop, as a gift 
ftom tht Pope to*ih« Liblui) uJ the Univtrsity, 
and the othei (of which I was subsequently 
favoured with /lie nsi) he piesenttftl* in like 
manned to^my friend Di Kearney, Thus, 
tutiously enough, while Anacreon m English was 
considered ~ aif^f I giant, on no unreasonable 
giounds as a work to which grav^ collegiate 
authoiitits could not openly lend theit sanction, 
Anacieon m Gt U was thought no unfitting 
present to be received by a Protestaftt bishop, 
thiough the Aedium^t a Catholic aichbisbop, 
from the hands of his holiness the l*ope 

lO 
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* ft 

genuineness* by Jjjfobeitt^ns and o$her 
enemies *of Hen^y ^Stephen, when that 
eminent scholai fi^st introduced them to\he 
learned woild, may bfl thought to have Iqpg 
since entnely subsided, leaving then claim 
to so # aneunt «a jjatei mty safe and un¬ 
questioned. But 1 am forced to confess, 
howevei icluctanily, that thcie appeal to 
me stumg giounds foi pionouncmg these 
light ^nd beautiful lyncs to be meiely 
modern fabueations. Some of the leasons 
that incline me to adopt this unwelcome 
^conclusiorj aie thus cleaily stated by the 
same able scholar, to whom 1 am indebted 
foi the emendatioi^i of my own juscnilc 
Gicek ode: “ I do no? see how it is 
possible, if Anauton hid wntten chiefly 
in iambic dimetei vm»e,*that florae e 
should have wholl) neglectid that metre. 

I miy add that, of th<***. fragments of 
Anaueoq, of whose genuineness, fiom 
internal evidence, thne can be no 
doubt, alpiost all ale wntten m one or other* 
c* the ljghtei Hoiatiaq mettc^ and scaicely 
one in iambic dimeter verse. This may 

ii 



Author’s Preface 

be ^een by locking through the list in 
Fischer.” 

The unskilful afcempj at Greek verse 
fryn Iny own pra, wlfch is found prefixed 
to the Translation, was intended originally 
to illustrate a picture, representing ^nacreon 
conversing with the Goddess of Wisdom, 
from which the frontispiece to the first 
edition of the work was taken. *Had I 
been brought up with a due fear of tfle laws 
of prosody before my eyes, I certainly 
should not have dared to submit so un- 
tutored a production to the critici^fn of the 
trained probodians of the Knglish schools. 
At the same time, I |.annot help adding 
that, as far as musi£, distinct from metre, is con- 
# cerned, I am much inclined to prefej the ode 
as oiigipally written #to its present coirectcd 
shape; and that, at all events, 1 entertain but 
very little doubs^as to which of the two a 
composer would most willingly set ip music. 

For the means of collecting the materials 
of the notes appended to die Translation 
I was chiefijl indebted to an old library 
adjoining St. Patrick’s Cathedral, called 

# 12 
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\ 

from the name of- the archbishop ufho 
founded ’t, Marsh’s “Library. Through 
my acquaintance with the deputy librarian, 
the Rev. Mr. CVddpck,WI enjoyed' tjje 
privilege of constant access to this collect 
tion, e\en at that; peiiod of the year when 
it is always closed to the public. On these 
occasions I used to be locked in there alone; 
and to tfrt many solitary hours which, both 
at the *?me I am now speaking of and sub¬ 
sequently, I passed in hunting through the 
dusty tomes of this old library, I owe much 
«*)f that odd and out-of-the-way soit of 
reading which may be found scattcied 
through some of my* eailier wiitings. 

Kaily in the ycdr 1799, while yet in my 
nineteenth year, I left Iieland, for the first 
time, and 1 proceeded to. London, with the 
two not veiy congenidl objects, of keeping 
my terms at the Middle Temple, and pub¬ 
lishing, by subscription, my Translation of 
Anacrlbn. One of those persons to whom, 
through the active zeal of friends, some part 
of my manuscript, had tj^en submitted before 
it went to press, was Doctor Laurence, 
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t 

the^ able frieni of Burke; > find, as an 
instance, however stigqj, of thht ready 
variety of learning, 41s well the lightest as 
the rrfbst solid, fir wlijch* Laurence was so 
remarkable, the following extract from the 
letter written by him, ip returning the 
manuscript to my friend l)r. Huaie, may 
not be without some interest:— 


“ Dee. 2o,«*799‘ 

“ I return you the four odes which you 
were so kind to communicate for my poor 
opinion. They are, in many parts, very* 
elegant and poetical; and, in some p issuges, 
Mr. Moore has added | pretty turn not to 
be found in the ^original. To coni ess the 
truth, however, they an*, in not a few places, 
rather more fwrap^rastical than suits my 
notion * (perhaps an incorrect notion) of 
translation. ^ 

“ln\he fifty-third ode there yj, in my 
judgment, a no less sound than beautiful 
emendation suggested- -would you^ suppose 
it?—by a Dutch lawyer. ,Mr, M. possibly 
may not be aware of it. 1 have endeavoured 



' Auto’s Preface 

k 

to expiess tw? sense ot it couplet intjei- 
lined witU pencil. 1 Will ) ou allow me to 
idd, that I am not ^itam whethci the 
translation has not *nu^ed tfee meaning? too, 
in tht foimu part of that passage which 
cems to me to f intend a distinction and 
chinix di plcismi *It is swut <vtn to 
piou it mnng tht butiy paths, it i sweet 
igim, to cheiish with tender 

hands, m id cmy to tht fm, the flowti of 
lost * This is m uly hteial, including the 
conjcctuid corrtLtion of Mynhur Mtdtn- 
•ath If this be light, insti id of # 

] i swtet to dart the tangled IcntL 

] woi M piopos something to thistfhet— 

l is swut tin n h puiufht to pio\t 
\ by tht dtwy bush )< u rovi , 

T is Wi i t ^ dan tin t ingltd ftim, 

J o rull tlit timid bciuty flu net • 

1 o wipe with ttndtr hands away 
I he tears th if in its bliflKs lay 

1 ♦ Querf il it ought not to bt tu * J lit lint 
might run - 

‘ Wifi tender hand the tears to brush, 

1 hat give new softnp^ to ittblush ( oi, 
its flush) * 


15 



Author’s Preface 

• , 

i 

Then, to the bosom of the fafyr, 

The flowe# f 6f love In triumph bear ’ 

0 

J* I would drop altogether the image of the 
stems/ 4 dropping vents? I belies e it is 
a ^confused and false metaphor, unless the 
painter should take the figure of Aui ora 
fiom Mrs. Hastings. 

“ There is anothei emendation of the 
same cntic, in the following line, which Mi. 
M. may seem, by accident, to ha\p, suffi¬ 
ciently expressed in the phrase of 4 loses 
shed their light? 

** I scubble this in vety gicat haste, but 
feai that you and Mi. Mooic wnl find me 
too long, minute, and inpcitmcnt. Believe 
me to be, very snjceu ly, 

“Youi obedient, humble suvint, 

U F. LAURFNCr. ,> 


16 



REMARKS cysr ANACREON 

Turn is but little known«wifch certainty of 

the life of Anacreon. Chameleon Hcracle- 

otes, 1 who wrote upon t^e subject, has been 

lost in the general wreck of ancient literature. 

The editors of the poet h^fte collected the 

few trifling anecdotes which are fcattered 

through the extant authors of antiquity, and, 

supplying the deficiency of materials by % 

1 He is quoted by Athenaeu* * rip rept rov 
Ap jucpt&rot. 




Remarks on Anacreon 


fictions their own imagirfttiqp, bare ar¬ 
ranged, what tSey cq}ty a life of ^Anacreon. 
Tj^ese specious fabycatifips are intended to 
indulge that invest whidi we natuially feel 
iifthe biography of lllustnous menj but it is 
rathet a dangeious kind of illusion, as it con¬ 
founds the limits of htstoiy Snd romance, 1 tnd 
is too often suppoited by unfaithful citation. 2 
« Our poet was bom vf the city*of Teos,° 

* Thi History of Anau ton ^ hy Gagou Pocte 
sans fard, as he styles himself), is piofessedly a 
romance, nor does Mademoiselle Scuderi, fiom 
\%Jiom he borrowed the idea, pretend to histoucal 
veracity in her account of Anacreon and Sappho*" 
Ihtsc, then, are allowable But ho$ can Baines 
be forgiven, who, with ^11 the confidence of a 
biographer, tiaees e\eiy wandeiing of tht poet, 
and settles him at last, in his old age, at a countiy 
\ ilia near Teos ' 

g 

1 The learned»Baylq>has detteted some infideli 
ties of quotation m Le Ftvre (Thchowwre 
ffistor/yue, etc ) Madame Daciet is not more 
accuratt^than hiflfathcr they have almost madt 
Anacreon pnme minister to the monarch of Samos 
3 lhe Asiatics yruc as remarkable foi genius as 
for luxury <* Ingema Asiatlca inclyta per ge&tt 
fee £ re Poetse^ Anacreon, mde Mimntlfnu* et 
Antimachus, etf w (Solfnus) 

18 



on Anmm 

♦ • 

in the dehcimJs region ot Iogia, and the time 
of his birth appe^ «td have been in the 
sixth ccntuiy befoie Cl|fi 8 t . 1 He flounced 
at that lemuihable period,|When, und*i the 
polished t)tints Hippminis and Pol) ciatcs, 
Athens and Saipos wue become the aval 
asylums «f genius. Th£re is nothing couin 
known ibout his fan^ly, and those who pic tend 
to disco\£$ in Plato th it he Was a descendant 
ot tha*monaich Codius, show much moic 
of 70 il than of eithu accuiacy 01 judgment * 2 
The disposition and tilents of Anacicon 
•iccommcnded him to the monarrh of Samos 
and he was formed to be the fnend of such a 

1 I have not attempt®! to define the particular 
Olympiad but have adopted idea of Bayle, 
who say*), “ ft n ai point marqiu d Olympiads 
car pour un horn me qui a vt cu 85 ans il me 
stmble qut Ion nt doit pofit stnfermei c^ns dts 
bornes si Itroites ” 

- Ihis mistake is founded 0%^ falst interpreta¬ 
tion of a \uy obvious passage m Plato's Dialogue 
on iemptranct, it originated with Madsmt' 
Da<;iu, and ha« been icctived implicitly by many , 
Gaik a lat%tditoi of Anacrton, seems to claim to 
himstif the merit of det^tmg tWs error, but 
Ba/le had obstrvtd it before hnm 

*9 
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pripcc as Poly crates, Susceptihte only to the 
pleasures* he felt not^tfr^ corruptions of the 
cotirt; and, while Pythagoras fled from the 
tgranf, Anacrcotf was celebrating his praises 
on the lyre. We are told too by Ma\imus 
Tyrius, that, by the influence of his amatory 
songs, he softened the mind of Polycrates into 
a spiiit of benevolence towards his subjects. 1 

* The amours of the poet, and tH!j livalship 
of the tyrant, 2 I shall pass over in • lence; 
and there are few, I presume, who will regiet 
the omission of most of those anecdotes 
which the industry of some editors has nor 
only promulged, but discussed. * Whatever 
is lepugnant to modesty and viitue is con-* 
sidered in ethical science, by a supposition 

1 ApuLKpswt Sa^uots HoXi^parip *■ (Maxim. 

Tyr, §£ i y Maximus 1 1 'yrius mentions this among 
other instances of the influence of poetry, if Gail 
had read Maximal Tyrius, how could he lidicule 
this ide<fin Moutonnet, as unauthenticatcd? 

9 In the romance of Cfelia, the anecdote to 
which 1 allude is told of a young giil, with whom 
Anacreon felt in love while she personated the 
god Apollo iff a masfy But here Mademoiselle 
Sender! consulted nature more than truth, 

to 
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* 

very favourable to |)Ujranityf as impossible j 
and this amiable pdfrsuasion should be much 
more strongly entertained, wheie the^tians- 
gression wars with nature Is well as virtue. 
But why are we not allowed to indulge in 
the preemption? Why are we officiously 
icmindecf that there have been really such 
instance* gf depiavify ? 

HippJSchus, who jiow maintained at Athene 
the powei which his father Pisistiatus had 
usuipcd, was one of those princes who may 
be said to ha\e polished the fetteis of thaii 
subjects. Jrle was the first, according to 
Plato, who edited tly poems of Homci, and 
commanded them to be sung by the rhap- 
sodists at the celebration of the Panathensea. 
From hiSfCouit, which was a soit of galaxy 
of genius, Anacreon could not long be absent. 
Hipparchus sent a barge foi him; the pod 
leadily embiaced the inhibition, gnd the 
Muses and the Loves were wafted with him 
to Athens . 1 

1 There is a very investing* French poem 
funded upon this anecdote, imputed to Pesyve* 
Uux, and called A/tf/jffat Crtoytn. 



Itaftark? on Aftncre^n 

The mannc?*o£ A*£Cfe©ft*a death was 
singular. We aie told fhat in the eighty-* 
fifth ycu of hw i$e ha was choked by 
a « grape-stone ;^ and^ ho we* ei we may 
smile at their enthusiastic pamality, who 
ste in this easy and ch&actuistv* death 
a peculiar indulgence of Heaven, wt can¬ 
not http admiring that his fa(r should 
have been so emblematic of his disposition. 
Cachus Calcagnmus alludes to this c itis- 
tiophc in the following epitaph on oui 
pact — 

1 Fabliaus appears not to trust \ery implicitly 
in this stoiy * Uvse pis^t acino tandem suflb 
talus, si ercdimu^Suida: in otpoirorq? alit emm 
hoc mortis gentre puusse tndunt Sophoilem” 
(Ttltrt n Billtothei Cua lib n cap It must 

be confessed that I wcian who tells us that 
SophocTis was choked by a giapo ft tonc, in the 
\eiy same treatise mentions tht lougtvit) of 
Anacreon, and yet is silent on the manner ot his 
death Could he ha\c been ignorant*of such a 
lomaikible coincide net, oi, knowing, could he 
have iu glee ted to remark it i bee Regnier’s 
Introduction % Aaqtriw 
3 At tc, «ancto sent*, acinus sub lartafa inislt* 
Cygnet clansk qut ttbi voc|* it$r. 



R*thatrkk on ^n&crtGali 

Th$*>elipft, the**, haltovgfd sage, ich pourM atong 
A music sW&et as any#ygn<Jt*s song, 

The grape hath closecdfor ever i 
Here let the ivy kins the^xx t’srtomb. 

Here let the rose he lov'd with laurels bloom, 

In bands that ne'er shall sever* 

But far be* thou, ohf iar, unholy vine. 

By whom the favouiitc minstiel of the Nine 
Lost his sweet vi^il breath; 

Thy God ^fmself now blushes to confess, 

Once hjlow’d vine! he feels he loses thee less, 
Since poor Anacreon's death. 

It has been supposed by some wi iters that 
Anacreon and Sappho were contempoi arieifj 
and the \fciy thought of an intercourse 
between persons so cdhgemal, both in waimtli 
of passion and delicacy of genius, gives such 

- j. 

Vos, hed^uc, tumulum, tumulum vos cingite, 
lauri, * 

Hoc tosa perpetuo vernet odor a loco; * 

At vitis procul hinc, piocul hinc odiosa faces sat, 
Qu« causam dir a: protulit, uva, necis # 
Creditor Ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare, 

In vatem tantum quae fuit ausa neias. 

The author of this epitaph, Caslius Calcagninus, 
ha? translated or imitated| the epigrams *ts rip 
M jpu>yo$ flow, which are given under 'the name 
of Anacreon,, 
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* 

pltfy to the infftgination* that the mind loves 
to (i indulge in it. But *thc vision dissolves 
before historical tiuth; acid Chameleon and 
Hermesianax, (vho irr the source of the 
supposition, are consideied as ha\ing merely 
indulged in a poetical anachionism.L 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet 
from the tone of sentirftent whiqh pervades 
his works, is sometimes a veiy*fallacious 

J 4f 

analogy; but the soul of Anacreon speaks so 
unequivocally through his odes, that we may 
safely consult them as the faithful mirrors of 
his heart . 2 Wc find him there* the elegant 
voluptuary, diffusing t^c seductive charm of 

1 Barnes is convinced ^but very gratuitously \ 
of the synchronism ol Anacreon and Sappho. In 
citing his authorities, he has sttangijy neglected 
the Line quoted by Puhius Uisinus, as hum 
Anan'con, among the testimonies to Sappho— 

Ktjut u<xapas ~a7r<fno Traptitvov abvfywvov, 

Fabriciys thinks that they might hate been con¬ 
temporary, hut considers their amour M as a tale of 
imagination. Vos«ius rejects the idea entirely as 
do atso Ola us £01 r tchius and others. t 

- An Italian poet, yi some verses on Belleau’s* 
translation of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that 
<Yir bard did uot feel as he wrote— 

*4 
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sentiment over pjtssitftig and propensities* at 
which rigid morality ^must frown. Ijjis 
heart, devoted to indolence, seems to* have 
thought that there Ts wAlth enough toi 
happiness, but seldom happiness in mere 
wealth. • The Cheerfulness, indeed, with 
which he brightens his old age is interesting 
and endeying: lil&- his own rose, he ]£ 
fragrant Vven in decay. But the most 
peculiar feature of his mind is that love of 
simplicity, which he attributes to himself so 
Jfeelingly, and which breathes characteristics 

Lyiruwi, Venerem, Cupidinenujue 
Senex lusit Ana^ton poet a. 
rtecl quo tempore nec capaciorcs 
Rogabat cyathos, nec incfliivtis 
Urebatur amoi ibus, sed ipsis 
T.irirum versibus ct jocis a^nabat, 

Nullum pra* sc hahitimi gcrens amamtis. 

To Love anti Bacchus evt-^jroung. 

While sage Anacreon touch'd the lyre, 
lie nefther felt the loves he sung. 

Nor fill’d his bowl to Bacchus higher. 
Those flowery days had faded long. 

When youth could ^ct the l#rei part; 
And passion trembled in his song. 

But never, never reach’d his heart 

*5 
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* 

m v * 

dlty throughout all ;hap he has # sung. In 
tr^h, if we omit ^hot£ few vices in oui 
estimate which leligion,* at that time, not 
oflly connived Jft, but* conseciatcd, we shall 
be inclined to say that the disposition of out 
poet was amiable; that W morality was 
relaxed, but not abandoned ; and that Virtue, 
^fith hei zone looscnAl, may J>e an apt 
emblem of the chaiactci of Anacieftn ^ 1 

1 >Vnacnons character has been sanously col¬ 
oured. Baines lingejs on it with enthusiastic 
admiration; but be is always extiavagant, if not 
sometimes also a little piofane Buijkt at ns too 
much into the Opposite extreme, exaggerating 
also the testimonies whirl? he has conbulted ; and 
we cannot surely # agiet with him when he cites 
such a rompilei as „\then*us as «• un dcs plu** 
savaiis tiitiques de I'antiquite” (,£/§</»<«/ Js 
Sfavan^ M CVf 

JBlines could haidly liavc lead the passage to 
which he refu*.«when he accuses Le Fes re of 
having ^ensured oui poet's charactei in a note on 
Longinus; the note in question buitg manifest 
irony, In allusion to some censuie passed upon Le 
Fevrc for his Asmer^n, It is cltai, indeed, that 
piaise rather*than consule is intimated. hee 
.loliannes Vulpius {J? VtilstaU Poe tuts), who 
vindicates our pott'b reputation, 

26 
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Of hib pel son and^p^yfeiognomy time Ifas 
pie wired such uncAtdin memouals that^tt 
weie bettei, pcihap* y to ?c\ue the pencil to 
i incy; and few c m e rc id* the Odes eft 
Anaaeon without imigimsg to thtmatKcs 
the foim *>f the mlmatcd old haul, crowned 
with loses, and singing cheti fully to his lyie. 
But the htjjd of Aificieon, piefixed to thi^ 
woik , 1 h if been considcicd so authentic, tliat 

1 It is tilun hum thi BtUwtheti of rulvtus 
Uibimis Kclloii has copit d the same head into 
his Johannes Fabci, in his dcscuptioi& 

cTf the tom of Hi sinus mentions auothu he id on 
i vuy bciutilul coineliin, which hi supposes was 
worn in a ring by u)iru#idmnti of the poet In 
the lomytifhtt of Caniin thin, is a youthful 
htad of \nunon hom i Grecian medal, with thi 
Itttus around it on tht mint tfuie is 

a Neptune holding i spell m Ins Tight hand and 
a dolphin, With the word 'll \ MIN inscribed, in 
the left, “volcndoci dc notare ^says Canini j che 
quelle (ittadini la comasseio in honoie *Iel suo 
compatnota* podta I hi re is also among the 
coins of De Wildt ont which, though it heirs no 
efhgy, was^piobahly stiuck to the memory of 
* Anacreon It hat the word tucurlcd with 

an tsy crown, ‘‘Atquidni rispicu hac corona 
Anacreon tern, pqbilem lyrlcum v * (De Wilde ) * 

, *7 
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w<? scarcely could be justified in the omission 
of it; and some have ewn thought that it is 
by no means defifient ,in that benevolent 
cavity of expif ssion* which should charac¬ 
terise the countenance of such a poet. 

After the very enthusiattic eulogiums be¬ 
stowed both by ancients and moderns upon the 
jpoems of Anacreon , 1 wo need not be diffident 
m expressing our raptures at their keauty, nor 
hesitate to pronounce them the most polished 
temains of antiquity. J They are, indeed, all 

tf 1 Besides those which aie extant, he wrott 
hymns, elegies, epigrams, etc. t>omc of the 
epigiams still exist Harare, in addition to the 
mention of him (lib. iv. otl. 9), alludes also to a 
poem of his upoti the rivaliy of Ciru* and Pene¬ 
lope in the affections ot Ulysses (lib. i. od. 17); 
and the scholiast upon Nicandei cites*a fragment 
from #a poem upon Sleep hy Anacreon, and 
attiihutcs to him likewise a medicinal treatise. 
Fulgentius mentions a woih of his upon the war 
between Jupiter and the Titans, ^nd ^he origin of 
the consecration of the eagle. 

3 See Horace, Maximus Tyrius, etc. ** His 
style (sayi Scaliger) is sweeter than the juice of* 
the Indian rAd’’ ( Poft. lib. i. cap. 44); “From 
the softness of hi* verges (says Glaus Borrichius) 
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beauty, all Enchantment . 1 He steals u$*so 
insensibly along with^uft, that we sympathise 
even in his excesses. Ita his amatoiy otJes 
there is a delicacy of ^omplyiient not ^o Ijp 

the ancients bestowed on him the epithet* sw< et, 
delicate. grateful, tffc ’ (Disset tattorns Auultmu.e, 
de Poutis, diss. 2 ). Scaliger again praises him 
thus in a pun . speaking of the yueXos, or ode, 
“ Anacreon ^utxm uon*solum dedit haec /xtXi; seyj 
etiam in ijAis mella *’ Sec the passage of Rapln, 
quoted T>y all the cditois 1 cannot omit citing 
also the following veiy spirited apostrophe of tht 
authoi of the Commentaiy prefixed to the Fauna 
edition “ O vos sublimes animT, \os Apollinft 
alumni, qui j«>st miuni \lcmanem in tota Ilcllade 
Jyinam pocsim exsusc^astjs, coluUtis, amplifi- 
rastis, qu7 so vos in ullus unquam fuerit vatis qui 
11 io cantoi i vel natui.t candou*vtl mtlii suavi- 
fate palmam piT.iipuuit.’* Sec liktwis* Vines iuo 
C. i ivmi deft* Rag Poetic iihio^piimo ^p. 97;, 
Among the Ritiatti of Marino, rhire is #m* of 
Anacieon beginning c< Cingetemi la fronte,''etc. 

1 “ Wl may perreise," says “ that the 

iteration of^hts words conduces veiy niucff to the 
sweetness of his style Henry Stephen ltmai ks the 
same beauty in a note on the forty-fourth ode. This 
# figure of ifetation is his most appiopriate guce; 
but the modern writets of Juvenilia and Basia have 
adopted it to an excess which destroys the 1 ihct. 
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found in any^othcr ancient po^t. Love at 
that period was rathtr %n unrefiiKjd emotion : 
aad the intercourse^' the sexes was animated 
mort* by passijjp ih^i l?y sentiment. They 
fncw not those little tendernesses which foim 
the spiritual part of affection; their ex¬ 
pression of feeling was therefore *rude and 
unvaried- and the poeti^ of love deprived it 
©f its most capti\ ating graces. • Anacreon, 
howevet, attained some ideas of this put Cl 
gallantry; and the same delicacy of mind 
which led him to this refinement, prevented 
him also from yielding to the fieedom <»f 
language, which has sullied the^Mges of all 
the other poet6. His descriptions are waim ; 
but the warmth is in the ideas, not the words. 
He is spot the without being wanton, and 
ardent without being licentious. *His poetic 
inversion is always most brilliantly displayed 
in those allegoijpl fictions which so many 
have endeavoured to imitate, though all have 
confessed them to be inimitable. Simplicity 
is the distinguishing fcatuie of these odes, 
and they imprest by^thoir innocence, as much* 
as they fascinate by their beauty. They may 

3 ° 



Remarks on Anacreon 


he said, indtegd, to be the veiy infants of the 
Muses, anc^to lisp m^uynbers. 

1 shall not he accftstd of enthusiastic pe¬ 
nality by those wh<J have read and fek the 
ouginil; but, to others^ I oi^ conscious, thft 
should not be the hnguage of a tnnslatoi, 
whose funt icflecfion of such beauties can 
but ill justify his admitation of them. 

In the ag^ of Anafieon music and poctij^ 
ueie inscfaiabh. These kindled talents 
weie for a long time associated, and the 
poet always sung his own compositions to 
tju lyie. It is probable that they weu nop 
set to any i#t>ulai air, but nthcr a kind of 
music d leut ition, whifh wis \aiicd accoidmg 
o the \ incy and feelings of the moment. 1 

1 In the ^*us edition theic ait ioui of tht 
originil odts htt to music by I e*>utur, Gossec, 
MlIhiI, and Chuubini “On ehmtt du I afin,et 
dt lltilun, says Gad, * quchjut fois mnu sans 
hstnttndit qui empcelu qut nous m clyntion? 
dts odes Gntquts* lht chromatic l aining of 
these tempo his is ui) unlike what vu art told 
of the simple melody of tht anejuita and they 
all, a? it appeals me mistaken the 
accei “uition of the words 
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The poems of Anacieon weio»sung at ban¬ 
quets as late as thq time of Aulus Gellius, 
tiJio tells us th^r he heard one of the 


odes performed at a * birthday e 
tncnt. 1 * 


nteitain- 


The smgulai beauty of oui poet’s style, 
and apparent huhty, perhaps, of *hi$ metre, 
htve ittiacted, as I ln\e already lemarked, 
*a crowd of imitators, home of these havr 
succeeded with wondciful felicityf a^may be 
discerned in the few od< s which aie attributed 


to wutcis of i liter period. But none of his 
Vmulatois hau been half so dangerous to lys 
f-ime as those Ouch ecclesiastic?* of the c uh 


ages, who, bung conscious of thin own 
infciionty to c thcn gie.it prototype , deter¬ 
mined on ic moving all possibility of tom- 
pmson, and, undci i scmblintfr of moral 
zeal* dcpi i\ ed the wor Id of some of the most 


1 Ifc*. l\irmi eommentdtoi is rathci earths in 
ithinng to this passigt of Aulus ‘(.clhus (lib 
xix cap 9) r lht ode was not sung by the 
rhttonuan luhojus as he says but by tin 
minstrels obbodi q k ^ts who were introduced af 
tht cntertunmi nt 
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exquisite treasures of ancient times, 1 The 
works of Sappho and ^Llcsru? were among 
those flowers of Gfrecian literature whifh 
thus fell beneath tlTe rude hand of ecclesi¬ 
astical presumption, if is truSt hey pretend o*l 
that this sacrifice of genius was hallowed by 
the interests of religion; but I have already 
assigned the most probable motive *; and if 
Gicgorius Vazian/eifts had not written Ana- # 
civontijs, Ve might now perhaps ha\e the 
works of the Teian unmutilated, and be 
empowered to say exultingly with Horace— 

• Nt*c si quid olim lusit Anacreon * 

Deli* it a»tas. 

1 See what t'o)ome e iu# in his iMetary Tnmute* 

lus quoted from Alcyonius de Exilio; ir may be 
found in Baxter, Colomcsins, *aftei citing the 
passage, ad*!*. “■ Haec auio contra caru non potui 
non apponeie.” * 

2 We may percche by Hie beginning of tJ<S» first 
hymn of Bishop Synesius, that he made Anacreon 
and Sappho his models oi composition. 

kyt pm, \iyna i>Ofi/uy^ t 
Mcra Tt/icw' aoidav, 

Mera Ae<r{St<u> rt ftoXvav. 

# MargunitiNand Damascenes were bitwise authors 
of pious Auacreoutics. 

C 
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The zeal by .which these bishops professed 
to be actuated ga\e berth more innocently, 
indeed, to an absurd species of parody, a$ 
repugnant to piety as it' is to taste, where 
the poet of voluptuousness was made a 
preacher of the gospel, and his muse, like 
the Venus in armour at Lacedaifhon, was 
arrayed in all the severities of priestly in¬ 
fraction. Such was the Anacreon Re- 
cantatus, by Carolus de Aquino, 4 a*-Jesuit, 
published in [701, which consisted of a 
series of palinodes to the several songs of 
Our poet. Such, too, was the Christian* 
Anacreon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit, 1 
who preposterously tfonsferred to a most 
sacred subject rill that the Grecian poet had 
dedicated to festivity and love* 

His metre 1 has frequently been adopted 
by tlfe modern Latin poets; and Scaliger, 
Taubman, JRarthjus,- and others, have shown 

1 Thi*, perhaps, is the U ,fesuita quidam 
(Jrarculus ” alluded to by Barnes, wlio has him¬ 
self composed an Arc ihpewv XpiartapM, as absurd 
as the rest, but somewhat more skilfully executed. 

2 I have scefc somewhere an account of the MSS. 
of Barthius, written just after his death, which 
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that it is by no means uncongenial with that 
language. 1 # The Anacreontics of Scaliger, 
however, scarcely doseive^hc name; asjdiey 
glittei all over with cfcnceit.| and, though 
often elegant, are always laboured. The 
beautiful fetions of Angeiianus 2 piesene 
moie happily than any others the delicate 
turn of those allegoiital fables, which, pass¬ 
ing so frefjjuently thiough the mediums of 
veision # .md imitation, ha\o generally lost 
their finest rays in the transmission. Many 

mentions many mon* Anacrtontics oi his than !• 
believe havt* ivjji heen published. 

1 Thus too Albert us, a Jpanish P<h t 

Fidii tui minister 
Gaudeho stmpoi tssfe, 

Gaudcbo stmper 1111 
"l.itavc thurc mulso ; • 

Gaudcbo sempet ilium 
Laudaic pumtlillis 
Anacreonticiilis. 

—See th% Dant\h Potft collected by Rosfgauid. 
r J hese pretty littlenesses defy tianslation A 
beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo Orotius may be 
found lib. i. Pairaginis. # 

3 l'o Angerianus, Pilot is indibtcd fot some of 
his happiest mythological subjects. 
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of the Italian poets ha\e indulged their 
fancies upon the subjects, and, itf the manner 
of Anacreon, Bernardo r l\isso first introduced 
.♦“he metre, wjrich \ as afierwaids polished 
and enriched by Chabiiera and others. 1 

To judge by the references of Degen, 
the Gei man language abounds in Anacreontic 
imitations; and Hngaloin* is one among 
*many who have assumed him^s a model. 
La Fane, Chaulicu, and the otli'er light 
poets of France hdve also professed to 
, cultivate the muse of Teos; but they have 
attained all her negligence, with little of the 
simple grace that embellishes it. In the 
delicate bard of ochiras 3 we find the 
kindled spiiit of Anacieon: some of his 
gazelles, or songs, possess all the character 
of our poet.' 

1 See Crescimbeni, IJnimia della Vafg Poes. 

2 “ 1 /aimablt* ftagedoin vjut quelqtiefois Ana- 
cl eon ^ (Dorat, Tdfe dt la Poore Alh m^nde). 

3 See Todeiini on the learning of the Turks, as 
translated by tie Connurd. Prince Cantemir has 
made the Russians acquainted with Anacreon* 
See his Lije, piefi/ed to a translation of his 
Satires, by the Abbe de Guasco. 
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We come* now to a teticapect of die 
editions of •Anarreoijjf •To Hem y Stephen 
we are indebted foj ha'ftng fiist recovered 
his remains from the fbscurjy m which, so 
singularly, they had foi many ages lcposecf! 
He found the seventh ode, as we aie told, 
on the covei of an old book, and com¬ 
municated it to V* tonus, who mentions 
thi cucunjjHancc m his Furious Ricuhng r. # 
Stephen was then \ ery young; and this 
discovery was consider ed by some enties 
of that day as a liteiaiy imposition. 1 In 
r 5 S 4 > howcvei, he gave Anacreon to the 
woild,- leeomnamed ^with annotations and 

1 Robutillus in his woik Dt Ritunt mrttgnft 
pionouncts these veists to be thcVifhngS of some 
insipid Or^ist 

Ronsatd commemoi ites this e\ftnt 

le hone 1 Heoue Etienne 
Qui dts tnlcis nous a rtgdu 
Du \ieil An it! eon petdu, 

La ddhee lyre Xtienne (Ode xv book 5; 

1 fill the bowl to Stephen s name, 

Who^c&cued ftom the gloom of night 
1 he 1 eian bat d ot festfve farm, 

And brought his Imng lyre to light 
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a Latin ve^ion of the greater part of the 
odes. The learned* brill hesitated to receive 
them as the relics of the Teian bard, and 
busjrtcted them to b^the fabrication of some 
monks of the ^sixteenth century. This was 
an idea from which thf classic muse re¬ 
coiled; and the Vatican manuscript, con¬ 
sulted by Scaliger anc£ Salmasius, confirmed 
«the antiquity of most of the °j)Oenis. A 
very inaccurate copy of this MS. taken 
by Isaac Vossius, and this is the authoiity 
which Barnes has followed in his collation. 
'Accordingly, he misrepresents almost as often 
as he quotes; and the subsequent editors, 
relying upon his authority, have spoken of 
the manuscript with not less confidence than 
ignorance. The literary woild, however, 
has at length* been gratified with this curious 
memforial of the poet, by the industry of 
the Abbo Spalefji, who published at Rome, 
in 1781, a facsimile of those pages of the 
Vatican manuscript which contained the 
Odes of Anaueon. 1 

u 

1 This maifWript, »vhich Spalctti thinks as old 
as the tenth century, was brought from the 
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A catalogue has been givw by Gail # of 
all the different edj£oif$ and translations of 
Anacreon. Finding tleir number to *be 
much greater than 1* coul^ possibly* haje 
had an opportunity of consulting, I shall 
here content myself with enumerating only 
those editions and versions which it has 


been in my power iito collect; and which, 
though few, aie, I believe, the moifc 
important 

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1554, at 
Paris; the Latin version is attributed by 
Volomesius to .John Dorat. 1 


The oldVrench translations, by Ron&ard 
and Bclleau—the foimer published in 1555, 


Palatine into the Vatican Library; it is a kind of 
anthology of Greek epigrams, ami in the 676th 
page ol it # are lonnd the * SiyurowaKa 

of Anacreon. • 


ll< Le meme ^M. Vossius) m’a dit qu'il avoit 
possedt* un Anacreon, ou Sc.lflger avoit marqud 
de sa main^qu* Hemi Etienne 11 etoit pas’l'auteur 
de la version Latine des odes de ce pocte, mais 
Jean Dorat^Paulus Colomesius, Pattutdantiesf^ 
Colomesius^ however, seems to h^ve relied too 
implicitly on Vossins;—allhost all these Particu¬ 
larities begin with <S M. Vossius m’a dit.** 
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the latter in T556. It appears from a note 
of Muretus upon one* of the '"sonnets of 
Ron sard, that HcnVy Stephen communicated 
tp this poet fy : s mtftuscript of Anacreon, 
bcfoie he pi omulgated it to the woild. 1 

The edition by Le Ftvre, 1660. 

The edition by Madame Daciei, 1681, 
with a prose translation. 2 

The edition by Longcpieiie, V^4» with 
a tianslation in veise. 0 

The edition by Baxtei ; London, 1695, 

A French translation by La Fosse, 
1704. 

UIIistoire ties Odu Anacreon , by Gayon ; 

Rotteidam, 1712. 

A translation in Knglish verse, by so\cul 
hands, 1713, in which the odes by Cowley 
are inserted, ‘ 

The edition by Baines; London, 1721. 

1 *• La fiction dt*<_e sonnet<omim l'anteur nurm 
m‘a tlit, est prise d'unu odt d'Anaciron, encoie 
non impiimee, qu’il a depuis tiaduit, fjtv 
XcMw*” 

3 The author of Nouvdlei ik la Xep'ub, dts Ltit. 
bestows on this tianslation much more praise than 
its merits appear to me to justify. 
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The edition by pr. Trap JF, 1733, Mfiith 
a Latin tefsion in elegiac metie. 

A translation in Knglish verse, by f) Joiin 
Addison, 173*5. •* ^ * 

A collection of Italian translations of 
Anacreqp, published at Venice, 1736, 
consisting of those by Coismi, Rogniei, 1 
S.tlvini, Maichetti, f> and one by seveial 
anonymoi* authots. 2 

A ffanslation in Hnglish verso, by Fawkes 
and Doctoi Broome, 1760.'* 

Another, anonymous, 1768, « 

1 The notc3 of Regniir are not inserted in this 

edition ; but they mube inteiesting, as thty 
wcie for the most patt comm unit died by t lie 
ingenious Menage, who. we nfiiy piutivi Jioni 
a passage in the A4ma^tana % bestowid sorhc 
ie?eatch on the subject u C”e*t aussi Ini (M 
Bigot) qni s\s p t donnl la peine de tonlrtti des 
manuscrifs en italie dans le terns que jo tra- 
\dillois sin Anaci^on *’ seconde 

partie), % 

2 I find in Haym’s Nolrzia dS Ltbn mtt s Venue, 

1670, an Italian translation by Cappone, men-* 
tioned. * d 

r Thi» is the most complete oi the junglish 
translations. 
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# The edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; 
with the facsimile ofcth^ Vatican JMS. 

*The edition by*Deg<jn, 1786, who pub¬ 
lished also a Gutman translation of Anactedn, 
esteemed the best. 

A translation m English verse, by 
Uiquhart, 1787. 

Tht edition by G*il, at Pans. i 7 on. 
Vitli a prose tianslation. 
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ODES OF .ANACREON 


ODF’ t 

I saw the smiling bard ot pleasuie, 

The minstrel of the Town mcasuie ; 

’Twas in a vision of th^night, 

He beam’d upon my wondciing sight. 

I heard his voice, and waimly piest * 

The dgai enthusiast to my breast. 

His tresses woie a siivciy dfc 9 

But beauty sparkled iti his eye; 

« 
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Sparkled isshis eyes ot tire, 

Through the mist t>f V>ft desiret 
^fis lip exhal’d, ♦henc^’er he sigh’d, 
% The fragianc^ of tfr racy tide 5 
And, as with weak and reeling feet 
He came my coidial kisa to meet, 

An infant, of the Cyprian band, 

Guided him on with Underhand. 
Quick, from his glowing brows*Tjp diew 
His biaid, of many a wanton hue ; • 

I took the wieath, whose inmost twine 
Bicath’d of him and blush’d with wine. 
I hung it o’er my thoughtless brow, 
And ah ! I feel its i^agic now: 

1 feel that e\en his gai land’s touch 
Can make the bosom love too much. 
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oin ir 

Jr 

Giu me the hup of epic Song, 

Which* Homir's finger thnll'd ilong; 
But teai away the sanguine\ti mg, 

For war is not the theme 1 sing. 
Pioclaim the laws of ie*tl utc, 

I'm man'll ch of the boaid to-nigh?; 

And all aiound shall bum as high, 

And qpaff the tide as deep as i. 

And when the clustft's mclldwing dew<i 
Their waim enchanting balm infuse, 

aC 






Odes of Anacreon, 

« 

Qur feet shall catch th* clastic Vound, 
And reel us thiough tie danced round, 
fereat Bacchus! we shall sing to thee, 
Jn wild but syeet ekiety; 

Flashing aiound such spaiks of thought, 
As Bacchus could alone have taught. 


Then, give the haufof epic song, 
Which Ilomci’b fingei thiill’d afc>ng; 
But teai aw.iy the sanguine sti ing, * 
h oi wai is not the theme I sing. 
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OI)F p III 

Ijstjn to the Muse's lyi?, 

Mastci ol the pencil’s fue * 
Sketch'd m painting's bold di>play, 
Many a city fiist poituy; 

Many a city, ic\elling < iiee, 
b ull <^f loose festi\ ity. * 

Picture then a losy tiain, 

Bacchants stiaying o'ei the plain; 
Piping, as they iohto along , 1 
Roundelay or shephei d-song. 
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* « 

Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme <js tfiis portray, 
All the earthly HeSvcn of love 
■These delighted mditals prove. 



Odes of Anacreon 

ode: iv 

Vvlcan ! hear you^ glorious task 5 
I do not from your^abc^irs ask 
In gorgeous panojffy to shine, 

For war was ne’er a #|port of mine. 

No—‘let me have a silver bowl, 

Where JL may cradle all my soul; 

But mind that, o’ei its simple frame 
No mimic # constellafions flame; 

Nor^uvt upon the swelling side, 

Oiion, scowling o’er the tide, 
i iMic not for the glitt’iing wain, 

# Not yet the weeping sister train. 

But let the*vinc luxuriant roll 
Its blushing tendiils found the bowl, 
While many a tose-lipp’d bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 

Let syhcfn gods, in antic shades, 

Wildly press the gushing giapcs, 

And flights of Loves, in wanton play, 
Wing through the air theiT winding jvay ; 
While Vfous, fiom her aibour green, 
Looks laughing at the joyous scene, 

And youwg Ly.eus by her side^ 

Sits, worthy of so brigRt a bride. 
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OD1 V • 

* 

Sluiptor, wouldst thou glad my soul, 

Giavo foi me* an ample bowl, 

Woithy to shine m hall oi boviei 4 , 

Whpn spung-time biings the ic\ellci’b houi. 
Gia\e it with themes of chaste design, 

Fit fof a simplc*boaid like mine. 

Display not thcie the bai baaous iftes 
In which leligious zeal delights; 

Noi any tale of tiagic fate * 

Which HistOj y shutidei s to j elate. 
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No—cull thy fancies from abort? 

Themes of hcav’n ani tlfemes of love. 

Let Bacchus, Jove’^ambrosial boy, 

Distil the grape in drop# of jov. 

And while he smiles at every tear, 

Let warm-ey’d Venus, dancing near, 

With spirits of the genial bed, 

The dewy herbage ddftly tread. 

Let Love Ijp there, without his arms. 

In timitt nakedness of charms ; 

And all the Graces, link’d with Love, 

■Stray, laughing, through the shadowy grove;, 
While rosy boys, dispoiting round, 

In circlets trip ihe velvet giound. 

But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 

1 tremble for the losy boys. 
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' ODE VI 

» 

As late I'sought the spangled boweis, 
To cull a wieath of matin flowcis, 
Where manjMn eaily lose was weeping, 
1 /ound the uichin Cupid sleeping. 

I caught the boy, a goblet’s tide 
Was lichly mantling by my s^de, 

1 caught 1 him by^hxs downy wing, 

And whelm’d him in the racy spring. 
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« 

Then drank I down the poison’d bowl, 
And Love now nesjes # in my soul. 

Oh yes, my soul istupid’s nest, 

I feel him fluttering in my bicast. 
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ODE VII 4 
( 

The women tell me every day 
That all my bloom has past away. 
“Behold,” tjie pietty wantons cry, 

“ Behold this miiror with a sigh ; 

The locks upon thy brow are few, 

And, Jike the rest, they’ie withering too! 99 
Whether decline has thinn’d my liair, 

Pm sure I neither know noi care; 

But this I lyiow, and this I feel, * 

As onward to the tomb 1 steal, 
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That still as death approachcs^nearcr. 
The joys of life ar§ sweeter, dearer 5 
And had I but an?iou%to live. 

That little hour to bliss I’d give. 
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ODU VIII 


I cari not foi* the idle state 
Of Peisia’s king, the nch, the gicat: 

I envy not the monarch’s thione, 

Noi wish the ticasur’d gold my own. 
But oh 1 be minf the losy wieath, 

Its fieshness o’ei my blow to bre&the; 
Be mine the nch pel fumes that ilow, 
To cool and scent my locks of si\ow. 
To-day I’lfha^te td quaff my wine, 
As if to-moriow ne’er would shine y 



Qdes of Anacreon 

But if to-morrow comes, why then— 

H HI haste to* quaff mjJ'wkie again. 

And thus while all />ur days are blight. 

Nor time has dimm’d t&eir bloomy light, 
*3,et us the festal horns beguilf 
With mantling cup and coidial smile; 

And shea fiom each new bowl of wine 
The lichcst diop on •Bacchus* shiine. 

For Deatl^lnay conic, with brow unpleasant* 
May fforne, when least wc wish him present, 
And beckon to the sable bhoie, 

And giimly bid us—di ink no moie! 
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ODE IX 

I pray thee, by the gods above. 

Give me the mighty iiowl [ love, 

And let me sing, in wild delight, 

M I will— I will be mad to-night! 
Alcmsron once, as legends tell, 

Was fienzicd by the fiends of hell; 

Otestes too, with naked tread, 

Frantic pac'd the mountain-head ; 

And why ? a murder'd mother's shade 
Haunted th<*m still wheie’er they strayed. 
But ne'er could I a murdeier b<£, 

The gtape Slone shall bleed by me $ 

Ycfi can I shout, with wild delight, 

“ I will — I wiV be mad to-night! " 

« 

r 

Alcides' self, in days of yore, 

Imbiu’d his hands in youthful gore, 

And brandish'd, with a maniac joy. 

The quivei of th' expiring boy: 
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And Aja*, with trcmencfous shield, 
Infuriate^scour’d the guiltless field* 
But I, whose hands nosweapon ask, 
No armour but this joyous flask ; 1 

The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scatter’d wreath of flowers, - 
Kv’n f can sing with wild delight, 

I will—I will b$ mad to-night! 99 
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ODE X 

How am 1 to punish’thee, 

hoi the wiong tho^’st done to me, 

Silly swallow, prating thing*— 

Sh. II I clip that wheeling wfhg ? 

Oi, as Teitus did, of old, 

(So the fabled tale is told,) 

Shall I teal that tongue away, 
Tongue that utter’d such i # lay ? 

Ah, how thoughtless hast thou been! 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When a dieam came o’ei my mind, 
Pittunngihei I woiship, kincf, 

Just when I was neatly blest, 

Loud thy matins bioke my test! 
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It TfLi m(, gctttlt youth, I pi iy «»« 
Wh.it in putt hast* shall 1 piy thee 
Foi th*s little w iven toy, » 

Image of the Paphi in boy * 

Thus I »ud, the otliei ^iy, 

To i youth who pass’d my wsy: . 

« Sir,'* (he answer’d, ind the while 
Answti’d all in Done style,) 
“Takifit, for a tufle take it* 

'Twai not 1 who daied to make it, 
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No, belike me, *twas not I ;• 

'Oh, it has cost xx\e nrany a sigji, 

• And I can no linger keep 
.Little gods, who murder sleep! 99 

• “Here, than, here,” (I said with joy,} 
“Here is silver for the^boy : 

He shall be my bosom guest, • 

Idol of my pious breast! 99 

Now, young Love, i ha\e tfiee wine, 
Warm me with that torch of thine: 
Make me feel as I have felt, 

• Or thy waxen frame shall melt: 

1 must burn with warm desir£. 

Or thou, my boy—?n yondei fire- 
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ODEjXU 

Thiy tell how /Vfys, wild with Jove, 
Roam!* the mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybelc’s name hejjiowls around, 

The glocfcny blast icturns the sound ! 
Oft*too,*by Claios 9 hallow’d spring, 
r fhc votaries of the lauielJ’d king 
Quaff the inspiiing, magic stream, 

And rave in wild, prophetic dream. 
But fren^iCd dreams aie not for me, 
Great Bacchus is my deity ! 

KulJ of lniith, and full of hyu, 

While floating odours round me swim. 
While mantling bowls aie full supplied 
And you sit blushing by my side, 

1 will be mad and raving too-- 
Mad, my girl, with love for you I * 
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I win, I will, the conflict* pi«f, 

Apd I*11 consent to lo\e it list. 

Cupid his long, with smiling nit, 

Inuttd me to J'ltld my hi ut, 

And I ha\e thought thit peict tf of mmd 
Should not be foi i smile it sign'd ; 

And so repelPd the ttndei lure* 

And hop'd myheait would sleep secuie. 

* 64. 
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But, flighted in his boasted ftianns, 
The angr^infant fk*v ft^arms; 

He slung his quna’s golderi fiamc, 

He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summon'd me to yield, 

Or meet him on «he martial field. 

And what did I unthinking do ? 

I took to irms, undfunted, too j 
Assum'd t^it coislet, shitld, and sptat, 
And,*1ikc IMidis, smil’d ^t feat. 

Thtn (hcai it, ill powus al>o\c 1 ) 

1 fought with Lou* 1 I fought with Lo\t 
And now hif anows all wue shed, 

And l had just m team fled— 

When, hca\i r g an indignant sigh, 

To see me thus unwounded fly, 

And, having now no othei dai t, 

He shot himself into my heai t 1 
My heait —alls the luckless day 1 
Recuv’d the god, and dicttaway. 
taiewell, fait Well, my faithless shield 1 
Th) loid at lmgth is foir'd to yield. 
Vain, \ain*is cveiy outwaid cai^, 

The foe's within, and tuumphs there. 
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ODE XIV 

Count me, on the sufnmei tiees, 
Eveiy leaf that (ouits the biee/e ; 
Count me, on the foamy deep, 

Eveiy wave that sinks to sleep; 

Then, when you have numbci’d t'hese 
Billowy tides and leafy tiers, 

Count me all the flames 1 piove, 

All the gentle nymphs I love. 

Fiist, of puie Athenian maids 
Spotting in thcii olive shades, 

You may leckon just a score. 

Nay, I’ll giant you fifteen mwe. 

Jn the fam’d Counthian giove, 

Wheie such countless wantons io\e, 
Chains of beauties may be found, 
Chains, by which my heait is bound; 
There, indeed, aie nymphs divine, 
Dangcious to a soul like mine. 

Many &oom in Lesbos’ isle; 

Many in Ionia smile ; 
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Rhodes a pretty swarm can Dogtst ; 
Cai i.i too contains ^ h<jst. 

Sum them all—of biotsfli and fail 

# 

You may tount two thousand theie. 
What, you staic? I pi ay yo«, peace! 
More I'll find b^ioie I cease. 

Have P told y ou ill my flames, 
’Mong the amoiou%Syiian dames? 
Have I ntfmbeied etoiy one, 
GJotf/ing undei 1 gypt’-. sun ? 

Oi the nymphs, who blushing sweet 
Deck the Jmne of Love in Ciete ; 

• Where the god, with festal play. 
Holds eternal holiday ? 

Still in eJusteis, still lemain 
Gades* waim, desiring turn; 

Still theie lies a mynad more 
On the sable India’s shoie: • 

These, and many fai lemov’d, 

Ail aie Jot mg—all are Iq^ed ! 
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T*ll me, why, my sweetest, dove, 
Thus yohr humid pinions move, 
e Shedding thiougli the ail in showers 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 
Tell me whither, whence yqji tove, 
Tell me all, my sweetest dove. 

Curious stranger, I belong 
To the baid of Teian song; 
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With his mandate now I fly 

To thif nymph afe^irc eye;— 
She,*whose eye has madden’d many, 
But the poet more®than any. 

Venus, for a hymn of love. 

Warbled in her votive grove, 

(’Twas in sOoth a gentle lay,) 

Gave me to thc*Wd away. 

See n^* now his faithful minion,— 
Thus with softly-gliding pinion. 

To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 

Oft he blandly whispers me, 

l<< Soon, my bird, J’ll set you free.’' 

But in vain he’ll bid me fly, 

I shall serve him till I di<*. 

Nevemcould my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain, 
O’er the plains, or in the dell, 

On the mountain’s savfge swell, 
Seeking in the desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 

Now \ lead a life of ease, 

Far from rugged haunts like these. 
From Anacreon’s hand l eat 
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Food delicious, viands sweet; 

Fluttei o’ei his goblet’s biifti, 

•Sip the foamy wine* with hm* 

Then, when I ha\e wanton’d lound 

To his lyie’s beguiling sound; 

Oi with gmtly-movfng Wings^ 

bann’d the minstul while he sings: 

On his haip I smK m slumbeis, 

I^i earning still of dulcet nurvbers * 


This is all—away—away— 

You have made me waste the day, 
How I’ve chattel’d *— pi iting ciow 
Nevei yet did chatter so. 
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Thou, whose soit and iosy hues 
Mimic fijim and soul inhise. 

Best of painters, come poitra^r 
The lovely maid that’s fai away. 

Fai away, my soul' the*-lit, 

But I’ve,thy beauties all by heait. 
Paint hei jetty ringlets playing. 
Silky locks, like tendrils ‘-tiaying 
And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 

i x 
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I >et ovei y little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume {m the ga]f. 
Wheie her tiefies’ curly flow 
Daiklcs o’ei the ^iow of snow, 

Let hei fo.ehcad beam to light* 
Burnish'd as the rvoiy blight* 

Lt! hei tyebiows smoothly use 
Jn jetty aiches o’eiihei eyes, 

Lach, a descent gently ghdiVj£, 
Just commingling, just dividing. 

But, hast thou any sparkles waim 
The lightning of hei eyes to foim ? 
Let them effuse tfye a/uie lays 
That in Minerva’s glances blaze, 
Mix’d with the liquid light that lies 
In Cytheica’s languid eyes. 

O’ei her riose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and soften’d red $ 
Mingling tints, as when thcie glows 
In*snowy milk the bashful iostj. 
Then hei lip, so nch in blisses, 
Sweet petitunei for kisses, 

Rosy ne3t, wheie luiks Pei suasion, 
Mutely couiting Love's invasion. 



dr Att^creon 

Next, bcnfcath the velvet chin,# 

Whoso dynple hidjs 4 Love within, 
Mould hei neck with |Jlace descending 
In a heaven of beauty ending; 

While countless chaims, ab®ve, Lx low, 
Sport and fluttci 1 ound its snow. 

Now ftl a iloiting, lucid vul, 

Shadow hci foun, Jbut not conctal; 

A chaimtaay ptep, a hue may beam, 
And leave the ust to fancy’s die 1111. 
Tnough— , tib she ] ’tis i’l 1 seek t 
It glows, it h\c8, it soon will spf ik ! 
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And now with all thy pencil’s tiuth, 
Portny Bathylltis, lovely youth \ 

Let his halt/in masses blight, 

Fall like floating rays of light, 

And theie the raien’s die confuse 
With*the golden bunbeam’s hues* 

Let no wieath, with aitful twine, 

The flowing of his locks confine^, 

But leave fiwm loose to eveiy bieeze, 

To take what shape and couise they please* 
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Beneath the foichead, fair as snovft 
But flush’d with manlvxxi’s eaily glow. 
And guileless as the dews%f dawn, 

Let the majestic blows tje diawn, 

Of tbon hue, i ni ich’d by gold/ 

Such as dai k, shim lg sn ikes unfold. 

Mix in his t)es the power dike, 

AVith love to win, with iwc to stnk< , 
Bonow fioig*Mais his look ot 11c, 
biom ^enus hei soft gl met of hit , 

Blend thtm m such expitssion heie, 

That we by turns may hope nnd ftai r 

• 

Now fiom the sunny apple seek 
The velvet do^n that spitads his chctk ; 
And thcie, if ait so fai c m go, 

Th’ ingenuous blush of bojhood show. 
While, foi "his mouth—but no, tt-u\ \ nn 
Would woids its witching chum txplui*. 
Make it the vuy seat, the thione, 

That Flocjuence would claim hei own-; 
And let the lips, though silent, wcai 
A life-look, as if woids wcie theie. 

Next thou his ivoiy neck must trace. 
Moulded with soft but manly giace; 
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Fair as thb neck of Paphia’s boy, 

Where Paphia’s aimsjha\e hung in joy. 

Ixive him the winged Hermes’ hand, 

With which he wavs his snaky wand ; 

c 

Let Bacchus*the broad chest supply, 

And Leda’s son the sinewy thigh ; 

While, through his whole transparent frame, 
Thou ihow'st the stirrings of that flame, 
Which kindles, when the first ftjve-sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious wit). 

But sure thy pencil, though so bright, 

Is envious of the eye’s delight, 

Or its enamour’d toufh would show 
The shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 

Which now in filing shadow lies, 

Remov’d from all but Fancy’s eyes. 

Now, for his 4 feet—but hold—forbear - 
1 se*e the sun-god’s portrait there; 

Why paint Bathyllus ? when, in truth, 
TherP, in that god, thou’st sketch’d the youth. 
Lnough— let this bright form be mine, 

And send the boy to Samos’ shrine ; 

Phoebus shifil then Bathyllus be, 

Bathyllus then, the deity! 
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Now the st u of clay is high* 

1 ly, my gills, in pity fly. 

Bung me wine in biimmmgVnns, 
Cool my lip, it bums, it bums 1 
Sunn’d by the mu uii inline, 

Panting languid 1 cxpiie. 

Give me all those humid ilowcis, 
Diop them o’ei my blow in showns. 
Scaice a bieathing chaplet nertv 
Lives upon my fevensh blow ; 

7 * 




Odes of Anacreon - 

t 

% 

J'ver) dewy rose 1 weai 4 
Sheds its tearf, sfid withers there. 

But to you, tny burning heait, 

What can now^relief impait ? 

Can brimming bowl, or flow rot’s dew. 
Cool the iiame that scotches you ? 
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IJrRi lecline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet js this embowei ing sli.uk 1 ; 
SWeet tin 1 young, the modest tiee-.. 
RufRed by the kitin'* biee/e ; 
Sweet the little founts that weep, 
Imlling soft the mind to sleep ; 
Mark ! they whisper as they loll. 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 

Tell me, tell me, is not tl/is 
All a stilly scent* of bliss ? 

Who, my gill, would pass it by : 
Surely neither you nor I. 
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Om d. y the Muses twin’d the hands 
Of infant l,o\e with How’iy binds; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
r riie captive infant tor her slave. 

His niothei conics, with many a toy. 
To ransom her beloved boy ; 

His mother sues, but all in vain,— 

He ne’er will leave his chains again. 
Kvcn should they take his chains away 
The little captive still would sti/y. 

“If this,” he cries, “a bondage be, 
Oil, who could wish for libeity ? ” 
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ODE XXI 

when mother earth is dry, 
Sh< drinks the di usings of the sky ; 
And then rfie dewy cordial gives 
To mv’ry thirsty plant th it li\es. 

The vapours, which at evening weep. 
An beverage to the swelling deep; 
And when the rosy sun appears, 

He drinks the ocean’s misty tears. 
The moon tOv) quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre, from the solar beani. 

Then, hepce with ail your sober think 
Since Nature’s holy law is drinking ; 
I’ll make the laws of Nature mine. 
And pledge the Uni\erse«in wine. 
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Thk Phrygian rock, that braves the storm, 
Was once a weeping matron’s ■form ; 

And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 

Is now a swallow in the shade. 

Oh ! that a mirror\s form were mine, 

That I might catch that smile divine; 
And like my own fond fancy be, 
Reflecting thee, and only the£; 

Or coufd I be the robe which holds 
That graceful form within its folds; 


Odes of Anacreon 


Or, turn’d into ;i fountain, lave 
Thy beauties in my circHng wa\o. 
Would I were perfume for thy hair, 

To breathe my soul irt fragrance there ; 
Or, better still, the zone, thaf lies 
Close to thy breast, and feels its sighs. 
Or ev’n those cm ious pearls that show 
So faintlv round that neck of snow — 
Yes, I wo^|Td be a happy gem, 
Tdk?them to hang, to fade like them. 
What moie would thy Anacreon be? 
Oil, any thing th.it touches thee ; 

Nay, sandals for those aiiy feet - 
Kv’n to be trod by them were sweet! 
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I orri n wish this languid lyre, 

This warbler of my soul’s desire, 

Could raise the breath of sons sublime, 

P *■ ’ 

To men of fame, in former time. 

But when the soaring theme I try. 
Along the chords my number^ die, 
And whisper, with dissohing tone, 

** Our sighs are given to love alone ! ” 
Indignant at the ieeble lay, 

I tore the panting chords away. 
Attun’d them to a nobler swell. 

And struck again the breathing shell ; 
In all the glow of epic lire. 

To Hercules I wake the Ivre.* 


But still its fainting sighs repeat, 

44 The tale of love alone is sweet! ” 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream, 
That mad’st me follow Glory's theme 
For thou my lyre, and thou my heart. 
Shall never more in spirit part ; 

And all that one has felt so well 
The other shall as sweetly tell J 
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To all that breathe the air of heaven, 
Some boon of strength has Natuie given. 
In forming the majestic bull, 

She fenced with wreathed horns his skull ; 
A hoof of strength she Itnt the steed, 

And wing’d the timorous hare with speed. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror. 

And, o’er the ocean’s crystal mirror, 
Taught the unnumber’d scaly tlirong 
To trace their liquid path along; 
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While for the umbrage of the grove, 
She plum’d the garbling world of love. 


To man she ga\ e*, in that proud hour. 
The boon V)f intellectual power. 

Then, what, oh woman, what, for thee, 
Was left in Nature’s treasury : 

She gate thee beauty—mightier far 
Than all the pomp and power,,of war. 
Nor steel, nor fire itself hath power 
Like woman, in her conquering hour. 
Be thou but fair, mankind adore thee. 
Smile, and a world is weak before thee 
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Onck in each revolving year. 

Gentle bird ! we find thee here. 

When Nature wea*s her summer-vest. 
Thou co^st to weave thy simple nest; 
Iku when the chilling winter lowers, 
Again thou seek’st the genial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 
Where sunny hours for evei smile. 

And thus thy pinion rests and roves,— 
Alas ! unlike the swarm of Loves, 

'That brood within this hapless breast, 
And nev*er, never change theii nest! 

Still every year, and all the year. 

They fix their fated dwelling here ; 
And some their infant pRimagc tiy, 

And on ?i tender winglet ily; 

While in the shell, impregn’d with fires 
Still lurl^ a thousand more deshes; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
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Thus peopled, like the vernal groves, 

My breast resounds with warbling Loves 
One urchin imps the other’s feather. 
Then twin-desircr they wing together, 
And fast as they thus take their Might, 
Still other uichins spring to light. 

But is there then no kindly art, 

To chase these Cupids from my heart ? 
Ah, no ! I fear, in sadness tear, 

They will for ever nestle here ! 
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Thy harp may sing of Troy’s alarms, 

Or tcIJ the tale of Thebarl arms ; t 
With other wais my song sh.llI bum, 

For othA* wounds my haip shall mourn. 
’Twas not the crested wariior’s d.ut, 
That drank the current of my heart; 
Nor naval arms, nor mailed steed, 

Have mjftle this vanquished bosom bleed 
No—’twas from eyes of liquid blue, 

A host of quiver’d Cupids llev^; 

And now my heart all bleeding lies 
Beneath that army of the eyes! 
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Wk read the* ilying courser’s name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame'; 

And, by their tinhan’d brows .done, 

The warriors of the I Cast are known. 

Hut in the lover's glowing eyes 
The inlet to his bosom lies; 1 

Through them we see the small faint mark, 
Where Lo\c has dropp’d his boning spark! 
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As, by his Lemnian forge’s flume, 

The- husband of tlu- I’uphian dame 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form _ 
Arrows for Cupid, tluilling warm ; 
And Venus, as he plied Ills ait, 

Shed horffcy round each new-made dart 
While Love, at hand, to finish all, 
Tipp’d every arrow’s point with gall •, 
It chanc’d the Lord of Battles came 
To visit that deep cave of flame. 

* of 
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’Twas from the ranks of war lie rush’d. 

His spear with nujny a life-drop blush’d; 
He saw the fiery daits, and smil’d 
Contemptuous at the aicher-child. 
“Wh.it!” said the urchin, “dost thou smile 
Here, hold this little dart awhile, 

And thou wilt find, though swift of flight. 
My holla aie not so Lathery light.” 

Mars took the shaft—and, oh, thy look, 
Sweet Venus, when the shaft he took !— 
Sighing, he felt the urchin’s art, 

And cried, in agony of heart, 

“It is not light—I sink with pain ! 

Take—take thy arrow back again.” 

“No,” said-the child, “it must not he; 
That little dart was made for thpe! ” 
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Yis—loving is a painful thrill. 

And not to love more painful still; 

But oh, it is the worst of pain, 

To love and not be lov’d again ! 
Affection now has llVd fiom earth. 

Nor fire o£ genius, noble birth, 
NoiMieavenly viifue, can beguile 
From beauty’s cheek one favouiing smile 
Crold is the woman’s only theme, 

(rold is the woman's only dream. 

Oh ! never hi* that wretch forgiven — 
Forgive him not, indignant Heaven ! 
Whose grovelling eyes could first adore, 
Whose heart could pant for sordid me. 
Since that devoted thiist began, 

Man has forgot to feel for man ; 

The pulse of social life is^dead, 

And all its fonder feelings lied ! 

War too has sullied Nature’s charms, 
For gold ^provokes the world to arms: 
And oh ! the worst of all its arts, 

It rends asunder loving hearts. 
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’Twas in .1 mocking dream of night— 

1 fancied 1 had wings as light . 

As a young bird’s, and Hew as fleet; 
While Love, around whose beauteous feet, 
I knew not why, hung chains of lead, 
Pursued me, as I trembling fled ; 

And, strange to say, as'swift as thought, 
Spite of my pinions, I was caught! 

What does the wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange, ilJusi\e scene? 
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I fear she Whispers to my hr east, 

That you, s^weet maitl, ha\e stol’n its res f 
That though my fancy, for a while, 
Hath hurie on m.inv a woman’s smile, 

I soon dissolv’d each passing m>w, 

And ne’er was caught by love till now ! 
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Arm’d with hyacinthine rod, 

(Arms enough for such a godj) 

Cupid bade me wing my pace, 

And try with him the rapid race. 

O’er many a torrent, wild and deep, 

V 

By tangled biake and pendent 1 steep, 
With weary foot I panting flew, 

Till my brow dropp’d with chilly dew. 
And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 

v> 
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And now P thought the spark had lied. 
When Cupjd hover^l o’er my head, 4 
And, fanning light his breezy pinion, 
Rescued my soul from death’s dominion ; 
Then said, in accents half-reproving, 

44 Why hast thou been a foe to loving? ” 
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Strfav me ;i fragrant bed of leaves, 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 
And while fa luxury’s dream I sink, 
Let me the balm of Bacchus drink ! 
In this sweet hour of revelry 
Youlig Love shall my attendant be— 
Drest for the task, with tunic round 
His snowy neck and shoulders bound, 
Himself sdali hover by my side, 1 
And minister the racy tide ! 
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Oh, swift ?is whirls that kindling roll, 

Our life is harrying to thy goal : 

A scanty dust, to feed the wind, 

Is all the trace ’twill le.^e behind. 

Then wherefore waste the rose’* bloom 
Upon the cold, insensate* tomb ? 

Can flowe*ry biee/c, or odour’s bieath, 

Affect the still, cold sense of death ? 

Oh no ; I as If no balm to steep 
Withff/ugranl tears my bed of sleep : 

But now, while every pulse is glowing, 

Now’ let me breathe the balsam flowing ; 

Now let the rose, with blush of fire, 

Upon my brow in sweets expire ; 

And bring the nymph whose eye hath power 
To brighten even death’s cold h«ur. 

Yes, Cupid i ere my shade retire, 

To join the blest elysian choir, 

With wine, and love, anil social cheer, 

I’ll make my own elysium here I 
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ODK XXXlii 

’Twas no‘on of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll*; 

And mortals, wearied with the day, 

Are slumbering all their cares away : 

An infant, at *ilut dreary hour, 

Came weeping to my silent bft'wer, 

And wak’d me with a piteous prayer, 

To shield him from the midnjght air. 

“ And who art thou,” I waking cry, 

“ That bid’st my blissful visions fly ? ” 
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Odes of Anacreoi 


“ Ah, gentli* siri*! ” tlie infant said, 
In ]>ity mke me to t|j^ shed ; 

Nor fear deceit: a lonely child 
I wander o’er the gloomy wild. 


Chill drops tin* i.iin, .md not^i i.iv 
I llumes the die.si and misty w.iv ! " 


I heard fclie baby’s tale ot uoe ; 

1 kilt'd tl?e hitter night-winds blow, 

And sighing for his piteous tate, 
i trimniM my lamji and op’d the gate. 
'Twas Loud the little wandering sprite. 
His pinion sparkled through the night. 

I knew him by his bow and dart; 

1 knew him oy my fluttoiing heart. 
Fondly I take him in, anil raise 
The dying embers' checking Maze ; 

Press from his dank and clinging hair 
Ti>e crystals of the free/ijig air. 

And in niy hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 

And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fcai j away ; 
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44 I pray thee,” said the wanton child, 
(My bosom trepvbled as he smil'd,) 

44 I pray thee let me try my bow. 

For through the uin l’\e wander’d so; 
That much 1 feai, tlu* midnight shower 
Has injured its elastic power.” 

The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 

Swift fiom the stiing the arrow ilew ; 
As swiftly flew as glancing il;vne, 

And to my inmost spirit came ! 

44 bare thee well,” I heard him say, 

As laughing wild he wing’d away ; 

44 Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rain has not relax’d my bow ; 

It still can semi a thrilling dart. 

As thou siialt own with all thy heart ! ” 
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OPI'! X«XXl\ 

Oh thou, of .ill ci ration hirst, 

Sweet insect, th.it delight \st to rest 
Upon the wild wood's leafy tops. 

To drink^flu* dew that morning drops 
And chiip thy song with sir h a glee, 
That happiest kings mav envy thee. 
Whatever decks the \civet field, 
Whate’er the circling seasons yield. 
Whatever huds, whatever blows, 

For thee h huds, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet art thou the peasant’* fear, 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew ; 

And still, when summer’s flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloorfty plain, 

We hear^hy sweet prophetic strain;* 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear, 
And bless the notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
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'Twas he who gave that voice to thee, 
^Tis he who tunes thy minsOelsy. 

Unworn hy a<y;’s dim decline, 

The fadeLss blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect, child of eaith, 

In wisdom milthful, wise in miith; 
l’isempt 1'roin every weak decay, 
r r!iat witheis vulgar frames <iv;av ; 

0 

With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 

So blest an age is pass'd by thee. 

Thou seem’st- a little deity ! 
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Cui id onu ujon i bid 
Ot loses Lud his wi uv li ul , 

J ui kitss uielm , not to si i 
Within tlu 1c i\i s i luinbinn, lx i 
Thi bn iw ik’d with irfgt i \uM 
r I lu bu w ik’d, ind stuiV the child 
I oud ind pitiois in his dies, 

To \ tnus cjuiek he iuns, he Hit s, 

“Oh, mothti 1 - I im woundui through— 
r die with pun- in s 10 th I do 1 
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Stung by some little angry thing, 
%Some serpent oq a ^iny wing— 

A bee it was—for once, I know 
I heard a rustic fall it so. M 
Thus he tpoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 
Then said, “ My infant, if so much 
Thou feel the little wild-bee’s touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cuyid 1 be. 
The hapless heart that’s stung by tlfee ! 




ODli XXXVI 


Ik hoarded gold possess’d the power 
To lengthen life’s too fleeting hour, 

And purchase from the hand of death 
A little span, a moment’s breath, 

How I would love the preefbus ore ! 

And every hour should swell my store ; 

That when Death came, with shadowy pinion, 
To waft me to his bleak dominion. 

I might, by bribes, my doom delay, 

A.id bid him call some jiistant day. 
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Blit .since not all earth's golden store 
Can buy toi us one blight houi more, 
Why should we \ainly mourn our fate, 
Oi sigh at life’s un/eit.iin date? 

No 1 wealth0101 giandeui can illume 
The silent nndrn dit of the tomb. 

No gi\i to otheis lit).lull d tieasuies - 
Mint be the hiilliint lound of pleasuies 
Tin gobli t mb, tlu boaid of'fjiends 
Whose social souls the goblet blends \ * 
And mine, while vit J’w* life to Ii\e, 

•r 9 

Those jt>)s th.it lo\e alone can gi\e. 





ODI \XX\ II * 

• 

’Tu \s night, ind miny i circling bow! 
Had deeply wirm’d my thnsty soul, 
As lull’d in slumbu I wis Jftid, 

Bright \isiofls o’u my fancy pliy’d. 
With maidens, blooming is the diwn, 

I seem’d to skim the opining 1 iwn , 
Light, on tiptoe bath’d in di w, 

We flew, and spoited as we ilcw 1 
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Some rudely striplings, who look’d on— 
With checks, that likv the wiijp-god’s shone 
Saw me chasing, tree and wild, 

These blooming maids, and slyly smil’d ; 
Smil'd indeed with wanton glee, 

Though none could doubt they envied me. 
And still I ilew—and now had caught 
Tlu j> mting n\mphs, and fondly thought 
To gather fiom each rosy lip ■ 

A kiss that .low himselt might sip — 

When sudden all my dream of joys, 

Blushing nymphs and laughing hoys, 

All were gone !—“Alas! ” 1 said, 

Sighing for th’ illusion lied, 

“ Again, sweet sleep, that scene restore, 

Oh ! let me dream it o’er and o’er ! ” 




01)1 xxxvm 

I,IT us drain the neitai’d howl, 

1 .ft us raise the song of soul 
To him, the god who loves »« wt ‘" 

The nectar’d howl, the choral swell; • 

The god who taught the ^ons ot earth 
To thii . the tangled dance of mirth > 
Him, who was nurs’d with inlant I.ote. 
And ciadlcd in the Paphian grove; 
Him, that the snowy Queen ot*Chaims 
So oft has fondled in her arms. 
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Odes of Anacreon; - 

M, . f 

Oh, tis from him the transfort flows, 
Which sweet intoxication kpows ; 

With him, the hrow forgets its gloom, 
And brilliant graces learn to bloom. 

r 

Behold !—my boys a goblet bear, 
Whose sparkling foam lights ujY the air. 
Where arc now the tear, the sigh ? 

To the winds they fly, they fly ! 

Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 4 '" 

Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 

Say, can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught ? 

Can we discern with all our lore 
The path we've yet to journey o'er ? 
Alas, alas, in ways so dark, 

'Tis only wine can strike a spark. 

Then let me quaff the foamy tide. 

And through the dance meandering glide 
Let me imbib/ 1 the spicy breath 
Of odours chaf’d to fragrant death ; 

Or from the lips of Jove inhale 
A more ambrosial, richer gale ! 

To heafes that court the pharitom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there; 



Odes of Anacreon 

While we eVhaust the nectar’d bowl, 
And swell 4he choral son^ of soul 
To him, the god who loves so well 
The nectar* d bowl, thc^choral swell! 
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ODE XXXIX 


How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping through the dunce of joy 
How 1 love the mellow sage, 
Smiling through the veil of age! 
And whene’er this man of years 
'In the dance of joy appears, 

Snows may o’er his head be flung, 
But his heart—his heart is young. 




Odes of Anacreon 


ODE $E 

I know that Heaven hath sent me here, 
To run this mortal life’s career ; 

The scenes which I have journeyed o’er. 
Return no n%ore—alas ! no more ; 

Ami all th£ path I’ve yet to go, 

I neither know nor ask to know. 

Away, then, wizard Care, nor think 
Thy fetters round this soul to link ; • 
Never can heart that feels with me 
Descend to b' a sla\ e to thee ! 

And oh ! before the vital thrill, 

Which trembles at my heart, is still. 

I’ll gather Joy’s luxuriant Jlowtrs, 

And gild with bliss my Jading houis ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 

And Venus dance me to the tomb ! 


# 
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ODF. XLI 


Whi n Spring adorns the dewy scene, 

How sweet to walk the velvet feiecn, 

A nd hear the west wind’s gentle sigis, 

As o’er the scented mead it flies . 

Haw sweet to mark the pouting vine, 

Ready to burst in tears of wine , 

And with some maid, who breathes but lor , 
at noontide, through.the grov , 


Or sit in some cool, green recess 

Oh, is not this trua happiness. 
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ODi£ XLU 


Yks, be the glorious revel mine, 

Where hunymr sparkles from the wine. 
Around me, let the youthful chon 
Respond to my enlivening lyie ; 

And while the red cup foanw along, 
Mingle in saul as well as song. 

Then, while I sit, with How’rets crown’d, 
To regulate the goblet’s round, 

Let but the # nymph, our banquet s pride, 

Be seated smiling by m^ side, 
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Odes of -Anacreon 

* 

I 

And earth.has not a j*ift or power 
That I would enj y, in that hour. 

Knvy !—oh, jie\er let its blight 
'Touch the gay hearts met here to-night, 
b ar hence lit* slander’s sidelong wounds, 

Nor harsh dispute, nor discord’s sounds 
Distui h a scene, where all should be 
Attuned to peace and harmony. 

* 

Come, let us hear the harp’s gay note 
Upon the breeze inspiring float, 

While round us, kindling into love, 

Young maidens through the light dance move. 
Thus blest with mirth, and love, and peace, 
Sure such a life should never cease ! 



ODK Xhlll 


Whill our rosy fillets shed 
Freshness o’er each fervid he^d, 

With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 

And while the harp, impassion’d, flings 
Tuneful rtipture from its strings, 

Some airy nymph, with graceful bound, 
Keeps measure to the music’s i^rnnd; 
Waving, in her snowy hand, 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

JI 9 








Odes of ‘Anacreoh 

• 1 

Which, as the tripling wanton flies, 
VTembles all qyer to her sighs. 

A youth the while, with loosen’d hair, 
^ Floating on the <Mstless air. 

Sings, to Yhe wild harp’s tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas, his own ; 

And oh, the sadness in his sigh, 

A s o’er his lips the accents die ! 

Never sure on earth has beer* 

Half so bright, so blest a scene. 

It seems as Love himself had come 
To make this spot his chosen home 
And Venus, too, with all her wiles, 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles, 
All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! 
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ODK XUV 

Buds of rosesj virgin flowers, 

Cu^d fronicCupid’s balmy bo wits, 

In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 

Till with crimson drops they weep. 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Every leaf distilling wine; 

Drink and smile, and Jearp to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
Rose, thou art the sweetest flower 
That ever drank the amber shower ; 
Rose, thou art the fondest child 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wi 
Even the Gods, who walk*'the sky f 
Are amorofls of thy scented sigh. 

Cupid, too, in Paphian shades, 

His hair wjth rosy fillet braids, 

When with the blushing, sister Graces, 
The wanton winding d#ncc he traces. 



Odes of -Anacreon 


Then bring me, showers of roses bring, 

And shed them o'er me while*J sing, 

Or while, great Bacchus, round thy shrine, 
Wreathing my brow with rose and vine, 

T lead somerbright nymph through the dance, 
Commingling soul with every glance 1 
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odi•: xl v 

Within tfiis goblet, rich and deep, 

1 cradle all my woes to sleep. 
Wh^should^we bleatin' the sigh of feai, 

Or pour the unavailing teai ? 

For death will never heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be seal’d in sleep. 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

.In search of thorns, from pleasure’s way ; 

But wisely quaff the rosy wave, 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacc hus gave ; 
And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to Aeep. 
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ODE XLVI 


Behold, the young, the rosy Spring 
Gives to the breeze her scented wing; 
While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
'Fling roses o’er her dewy way. 

The murmurif.g billows of the deep 
Have languish’d into silent sleep; 

And mark ! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their plumes in the reflecting wave; 
While cranes from hcary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
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Odes of Anacreon 

Now the grtiial star of day* 

Dissolves tjje mur kjP clouds away ; 

And cultur'd field, nnd*t£inding stream^ 
Are freshly glittering in his beam. 

Now the earth pioliiic swells 
With l£afy buds ami llowery bells ; 
Oemming shoots the oli\e twine, 
Clusters rijif festoon the vine; 
jWi along the branches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Kittle infant fruits we see. 

Nursing into luxury. 
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ODcD XLVJ l 


’Tis true, my fading years decline, 

Yet can T quaff'the brimming wine, 

As deep as any stripling fair, 

WKbsc cheeks the flush of morning wear 
And if, amidst thfc' wanton crew, 

I’m call’d to wind the dance’s clue, 
Then shalt thou see this vigorous hand, 
Not faltering on the Bacchant’s wand, 
But brandishing a rosy flask, 

The only thyrsus e’er^l’ll ask ! 
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Let those vrtio pant for G lory’s charms, 
Embrace her \p the fielcl of arms; 

While my inglorious, placuf soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond this bowl. 

Then fill it high, my ruddy slavifc 
And bathe me in its brimming wave. 

For thougR my fading years decay, 

Though manhood’s prime hath pass’d away. 
Like old Silcntis, sire di\ine, 

WitIHdushes boi row’d fiom my wine, 

I’ll wanton ’mid the dancing train. 

And live my follies o’ei a^ain ! 



01}E XLVIII 


Whkn my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow’s lull’d to sleep 
Talk of monarchs! I am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
Careless o’tfr my cup I sing, 
'Fancy makes me more than king ; 
Gives me wealthy Croesus’ store, 
Can I, can I wish for more ? 

On my velvet couch reclining, 

Ivy leaves my J>row entwining, 
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While my soul expands with glee, 
'What are kings afld crowns to me 
If before my feet tlu*y*lay, 

I would spurn them all away ! 
Arm ye, arm ye, men of nnght. 
Hasten to the sanguine fight ; 

15ut 1ft nit?i my budding vine ! 

Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see, 
*That alone shall vanquish me- 
Who think it hettei, wiser far, 

To fall in banquet than in war. 



ODE XLIX 


Whfn Bacchus, Jove’s immortal boy, 
The rosy harbinger of joy, 

Who, with the sunshine of the bowl, 
Thaws the winter of our soul— 
When to my inmost core he glides, 
*And bathes it with his ruby jtides, 

A How of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet, 
Calling up round me visions known 
To lovers of the bowl alone. 



Odes of ^Lnacreon 

• 

Sing, sing* of Jovc^let music’s sound 
In melting ocidence float abound. 
While, my young Venus, thou and I 
Responsive to its murmurs sigh. 

'Then, waking from our blissful trance. 
Again we’ll sport, again we’ll dance. 



01) K 1. 


Whi.n wine 1 quaff, before my eyes 
Dreams of poetic glory rise ; , 

And, freshen’d by the goblet’s dews, 
My soul invokes the heavenly Muse. 
When wine 1 drink, all sorrow’s o’er; 
I think of doubts and fears normorc; 


hut scatter to the railing wind 
Mach gloomy phantom of the mind. 
When 1 drink wine, t»!i’ ethereal boy, 
Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 
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Odes of Anacreon 

And while we dance thfough vernal bowers. 
Whose ev’ry bfcath comes {rgsh from llowgs, 
In wine he makes mv senses swim, 

Till the calc breathes of naught but him ! 

Again l # drink, -and, lo, theie seems 
A calmer light to fill my dreams ; 

The lately ruffled wreath 1 spread 
Wit^ steadicr«hand around my head ; 

Then take the lyre, and sing “ how blest 
The life of him who lives at rest! ” 

But then comes witching wine again, 

With glorious woman in its train ; 

And, while rich perfumes i^und me rise, 
That seem the bieath of woman’s sighs, 
Bright shapes, of every hut* and form, 

Upon my kifidling fancy sw.iim, 

Till the whole world of beauty seems 
To crowd into my dazzled dreams! 

When thus 1 drink, my heart refines, 

And rises as\he cup declines; 

Rises in the genial flow, 

That none but social spirits know, # 

When, with young resellers, round the bowl, 
The old themselves grow*young in soul! 
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Odes of# Anacreon 

/ 

Oh, when T drink, tiye joy is mine, 
There’s bliss in everv drop of svine. 

- I. i » 

All other blessings I have known, 

I scarcely dar’d to'.call my own ; 
liut this the Kates can ne’er destroy, 
Till death o’ershadowa all my joy. 
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ODL LI 

Fi.y not thus, my brow of snow, 

Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 

Though the wane of age is mine, 
Though ybuth’s brilliant flush be thine, 
still r m doom’d to sigh for thee, 

Blest, if thou couldst sigh for ! 

See, in yonder flowery braid, 

Cull’d for thee, my blfshing maid, 
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r 

How the rose, of or ient glow, 
lylingles with lily’s snow 4 ': 
M;uk, how sweet theii tints agree 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 
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odd i.u 

Away, away, \r men nt lules, 

What ha\ e f In do wit h si hoof, ? 

Thc)M make me learn, they'd nuke me think, 
I jut would the\ nuke me love and d i ink : 
Teach mi* this, and let me swim 
My soul upon tin- goblet's hrim ; 

Teach me this, arid let me twine 
Some fond, responsi\c heart to mii^e, 

For age begins to blahch my brow, 

I’ve time for nought but pleasure now. 
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t 

Fly, and cool my foblct’s glow 

At,yonder fountyip’s gelid flotf ; 

■ 

1*11 quaff, my boy, and calmly sink 
This soul to slumber as 1 diink. 

Soon, too s/ion, my jocund sla\c, 

You’ll deck your master's glassy grave 
And theie’s an end—for ah, vou know 
'They dunk but little wine bejow ! 
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oi)i: uu 

Whin J behold the festive train 
Ot dancinu vouth, I’m \»un;» ! 

Memory wakes liei magic tiance, 

Ami wings me lightly thiough the dance. 
Come, C) beba, smiling nAid ! 

Cull the flfnver «md twine the hi aid ; 

Bid the blush of summci’s rose 
Burn upon my forehead's snows; 

And let me, while*thc wild and young 
Trip the nia/.y dance 4!ong f 




Odes of .Anacreon' 


Fling my heap of years away, 

be as wild, as young, as they. 
Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 
Help to my lips'rhc brimming bowl j 
And you'shall see this hoary sage 
Forget at once his locks and age. 

He still can chant the fcsti\ e hymn. 
He still can LisvS the goblet’s brim ; 
As deeply cjuafF, as hugely ill 1 . 

And pl.iy the fool right nobly still. 




odk nv 

Mi thinks, the pictuiM hull we see 
, Is amorous Jove- -it must be lie ! 

How fondly hirst hr s'-cnis to bear 
That failest of Phirnician fail ! 

How proud hr breasts tlfr foamy ride, 
And spunns tlu* billowy sur^r aside !* 
Could any boast of vulgar \rin, 
Unaaunted thus defy the main : 

No: ir # dcscend:ffiom climes above, 
He looks the God, lit* breathes of Jov« 



01)U \.\ 

« 

Whim wo imoke tlio wreathed spring. 
Resplendent lose ! to tlur we’ll fling ; 
Resplendent lose, tin* llowci ot tloweis, 
Whoso bro.ith pel fumes th’ Olympian bowers; 
Whoso \irgin blk.di, of chastenM dye, 

I enchants so much our niort.il eye. 

9 

When ploasuie’s spiing-tide season glows, 
The Graces love to wieuthe the rose* 

And Venus, in its riesh«blown I&tvcs, 

An emblem of hersijf perceixes. 



Odes of Anacreon 


Oft h:uh the poet’s ma^ic tongue 
The rose’s fail; luxuriance sung; 

And long the Muses,* lieu \tifly maids, 
Have rear’d it in then tuneful shades. 
When, at the euily glume of moin, 

It sleeps upon the glittmng thorn, 

’Tis sweet due the t.i reded h nc<, 

To cull the timid tlow'iet them e, 

And wipe witl#tendei hand awu\ 

Th^te.u that # on it* hliishe-, !a\ 1 
’TL> sweet to hold tin* int tnt st? ms, 

Yet dropping with Aumia’s gem , 

And fiesh inhale the spicy sighs 
That fiom the weejiin » luuls aiise. 

When re\el mons, when miltli i. high. 

And Bacchus heann in tui\ ru*, 

• 

Our iosy fillets scent exhale, 

And fill with balm the tainting gale. 
There's nought in nature blight oi ga\. 
When 1 io.se> do not shed their ia\. 

When morning paints the oiient skie>, 

Her fingcis bum with rnseate d\es; 

Young nymphs betray the rose’s hfle, 

O’t whitest arms it kindles through. 
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Odes of Anacreon 
c 

/» 

In Cytherea’s fbim i^ glows, 

And mingles with the living spows. 

The rose distils, a healing halm, 

The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 

Presem\s the cold inurned clav, 

And mocks the \estige ol decay : 

And when at length, in pale decline, 

Its Hoi id beauties fade and phV, 

Sweet .*ii in vouth, its balmv hi oath 
"Dilluscs odoiii e\en in death ! 

Oh ! whence could such a plant ha\e sprung 
Listen, - lor thus the tale is sung. 

When, humid, fmm the silxerv stream, 
1‘tlusing be,iiit>’s wannest beam, 

Venus appeal M, in Hushing hues, 

MellowM bv ocean’s biiny dews; 

When, in the Many cmnts aho\e. 

The piegnant hi.tin of might\ .lo\e 
Disclos’d the n'jinph ol a/me glance, 

TlU 1 inmph who shakes the maitial lance; — 
Then, then, in strange exentlul hour, 

The eatth produc’d an infant Howcr, 

Which sprung, in blud>ing gloii/s drest, 

1 And wantonM o’ei its parent bieast. 



Odes of Anacreon 


The gods beheld this L>i^IIirint birth. 

And hail’d the«Rose f the boon of earth ! 
With nectar drops, a pubv fi3e. 

The sweetly orient buds thj|V dyed. 

And bade them bloom, tin* flowery diiinc 
Of him who gave the glntious \ine; 

And bade them on the spangled thorn 
l:'\pand theii bosoms to the mom. 




ODE LV1 

r| 

Hi:, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe them in the brimmer’s dew,. 
And taste, uncloy’d by rich excesses, 
All the bliss that wine posvsesses; 

He, who inspires the youth to bound 
Elastic through the dance’s r ound,— 
Bacchus, the god again is here, 

And leads along the blushing year; 
The Blushing year v*dth vintage teems, 
Ready to shed :hose cordial streams, 
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Which, sparkling in tjie cup of miith; 
Illuminate thfc sons of eart^ I 

Then, when the iipc a«d vermil wine, 
Blest infant of the piegnant \int^ 

Which now in mellow clusters swells, 

Oh ! when it buists its loseate cells, 
Biightly the jo\ous stieam sh.ill Jlow, 
r £o balsam ($viy moital woe! 

None shall Ik then cast down 01 weak, 
For health and joy shall light each cheek ; 
No hiait will then desponding sigh, 

For wine shall bid despondence 11 y. 

Thus—till anothei autumnjs glow 
Shall bid anoth i \intage flow. 
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ODE I-VII 

Whose was the artist hand that spread 
Upon this disk the ocean s bed ? 

And, in a flight of fancy, high 
As aught on earthly wing can fly, 
Depicted thus, in semblance warm, 
The Queen of Love’s voluptuous form 
Floating along the'silv’ry sell 
In beauty’s naKed majesty ! 
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Oh ! he hath given tW enamour'd sight 
A witching Banquet of dgljght, 

Where, gleaming through the waters clear 
Glimpses of undreamt cbftrms appear, 
And all that mystery loves to screen, 
Fancy, lijce Faith, adores unseen. 

Light as a^eaf, that on the bieeze 
Os summer skims the glassy seas, 

She floats along the ocean’s breast, 

Which undulates in sleepy rest; 

While, stealing on, she gently pillow?. 

Her bosom on the heaving billows. 

Her bosom, like the dew-*wash’d rose. 
Her neck, like April’s sparkling snows. 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 
y^Lnd burn within the stream’s embraces. 
Thus on she moves, in languid pride, 
Encircled by the azure tide, 

As some fair lily o’er a bed 
Of violets bends its graceful head. 


Beneath*their qufen’s inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o’er the $een sea dance, 
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Bearing in triumph young Desire, 

And infant T o\ e with smiles of fire ! 
While, glittering through the silver waves, 
The tenants of* the hi iny caves 
Around the pomp their gambols play, 

And gleam along the wateiy vpy. 



Odes of jV.nacr.eon 


01)1' l.VIM 

Whi:n Gold, as fleet as zephyr’s pinion, 
Escapes lik(^any faithless minion, 
flies me (as lu- flies me ever), 

Do I pursue him ? — never, never ! 

No, let the false deserter go, 

For who would court his direst foe? 

But, when I feel my lighten’d mind 
No more by grovelling gi>ld confin’d, 
Then loose I all such clinging cares, 

And cast them to the vagrant airs. 

"^Then feet I, too, the Muse’s spell, 

And wake to life the dulcet shell, 

Which, rous’d once more, to beauty sings, 
While love dissolves along the stringsJ 

But, scarcely has my heart been taught 
How little Gold deserves a thought, 
When, lo! the sla # ve returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 

■ 5 * 



Odes of Anacreon 

( 

Of racy wine, whose genial art 
In slumber sefelf the anxious heart. 
Again he tries my soul to sever 
From love and*iSong, perhaps for ever! 


Away, deceiver ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my heart’s undoing ? 

Sweet is the song of amoroiij fire, 

Sweet the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 

Oh ! sweeter far than ail the gold 
Thy wings can waft, thy mines can hold. 
Well do 1 know thy arts, thy wiles— 
They wither’d Love’s young wreathed 
smiles ; 

And o’er his lyre such darkness shed, 

I thought its soul of song wa& fled ! 

They dash’d the wine-cup, that, by him, 
Was filled with kisses to the brim. 

Go—iiy to haunts of sordid men, 

But come not near the bard again. 

Thy glitter in the Muse’s shade, 

Scares from her bower the tuneful maid ; 
And not for worlds'would I forego 
That moment oi poetic glow, 
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When my full soul,*in Fancy’s stream, 
Pours o’er "the lyre its §usL'lling theme. # 
Away, away ! to worldlings hence. 
Who feel not this di\ irfbr sense; 

Give gold to those who love fliat pest,- 
But lea* r e the poet poor and blest. 
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01)h I,IX 

Ripin’jj by the solai beam, 

Now the luddy clusters teem, 

In osiei baskets borne along 
By .ill the festal \intake thiong 
Of losy \ouths .md viigins fail, 

Ripe .us the melting finits they bear. 

Now, now they pi ess the pregnant grapes. 
And now the captive stream escapes, 

In fen id tide of nectar gushing, 

And foi its bondage pi oudly blushing ! 
While, lound the vat’s impuipled brim, 
The choial song, the vintage hymn 
Of rpsy youths and viigins fair, 

Steals on the chaim’d and echoing air. 
Mark, how they di ink, with all their eyes 
The orient tide that sparkling flies, 

The infant Bacchus, bom in mirth. 

While Love stands by, to hail the birth. 
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When he, whose vfi^ing yens decline 
As deep into* the a ale is m*ne, 

When he inhilcs the untagc-cup, 

His feet, ncw-wingM, fi#m c nth spiing up, 
And as he dinccs, the fu h m • * 

Plays wlyspuing throu h his silv<_i \ hni. 
Meinwhilc youn^ mup whom I ovt invites, 
To joys iv’n ji\ illin wine’s dt In ht , 

*jfctk, uni uni, tin si idowy pou, 

And thue, in woids md looks of lou, 

Such as fond lours look ind si), 

Pass the sweet moonlight hours iwiy 1 

1 ] host well it <| u un ft 1 with tht iil nil luttl 
hut <11} he icmiml 1 th it in th t J w i hi ling 
veisis 1 hive th light u^hr t i ^n mil) tin 
pi iu r il im mi ng inn mth i 1 i im 11 t <lt tills 
-Jimmie hetl 
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ODL LX 

Awaki to lift', my sleeping shell, 

To Plurbus let thy numbers swell ; 

And though no glorious prize be thine. 

No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 

Yet every hour is glory’s hour 
To him who gathers wisdom’s flower. 

Then wake thee from thy voiceless slumbers 
And to the soft anjJ Phrygian numbers, 
Which, tremblingly, my lips repeat, 

Send echoes from thy chord as sweet. 

’Tis thus the swan, with fading notes, 

Down the Cayster’s current floats, 

While amorous breezes linger round, 

And sigh responsive sound for sound. 

Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 
Thy Phoebus is my fancy’s theme; 

And hallow’d is the harp I bear, ‘ 

And hallow’d is the wreath I wear. 
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Hallow'd by him, thelgod of lays, 

Who modulates the choral ^naze. 

I sing the love whidh Daphne twin’d 
Around the godhead’s yielding mind ; 

I sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
From this ethereal son of Fight ; 

And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew trembling to the kindly shade, 
Resign'd a £orm, alas, too fair, 

And grew a verdant laurel there ; 

Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill, 

In terror seem'd to tremble still ! 

The god pursu’d, with wing’d desire; 

And when his hopes were all on flic, 

And when to c.asp the nymph he thought, 
A lifeless tree was all he caught; 

4pd, stead of sighs that pleasure heaves, 
Heard but the west wind in the leaves ! 

But pause, my soul, no more, no more— 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar ? 

This sweetly-mad’ning dream of soul 
Hath hurried me beyond the goal. 

Why should I sing#the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 
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i 

When, ah, the song, with sweetei tone, 

Can tell the daits that wound m/ own ? 

Still be Anacieon, still mspne 
The desc mt of the Teian lyre : 

StiM let the pectai’d numbeis float, 
Distilling lo\e m eveiy note 1 
And when some youth, whose glowing soul 
Has felt the Paphian stu’s conti ol. 

When he the liquid 1 ays shall he t u, 

His heait will fluttci to his eai, 

And, dunking there of song diwne, 
Banquet on m^elltctuil wine 1 



Odes' of Anacreon 


ODE LXI 

Youth’s endearing charms are iled 
Hoary locks deform my head ; 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay. 

All the flowers of life decay. 
Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o’er my face ; 

Time has shed its sweetest bloom. 
All the future must be gloom. 

This it is that sets me* sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Lone and dismal is the road, 

Down to Pluto’s dark abode ; 
And, when once the journey’s o’er 
Ah ! we can return no more ! 



I 

Odes of Anacreon 


OPE LXII 

r 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught 
As e’er was fill’d, as e’er was quaff’d ; 

But let the water amply flow, 

To cool the grape’s intemperate glow; 

Let not the fiery god be single, 

But with the nymphs in union mingle. 

For though the bowl’s the grave of sadness, 
Ne’er let it be the birth of madness. 

No, banish from our board to-night 
The revelries of rude delight; 

To Scythians leave these wild excesses, 
Ours be the joy that soothes and blesses! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
Ir* concert let our voices breathe, 

Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song. 
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ODE LXI1I 


To Cove, the soft and blooming child, 

I touch the harp in descant wild ; 

To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 

The boy, who breathes and blushes floweiK; 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him, 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 
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ODE LXIV 

Haste thee, nymph, whose well-aimed spear 
Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer ! 

Dian, Jove’s immortal child, 

Huntress of the savage wild ! 

Goddess with the sun-bright hair! 

1 /isten to a people’s prayer. 

Turn, to Lethe’s river turn, 

There thy vanquish’d people mourn ! 

Come to Lethe’s wavy shore. 

Tell them they shall mourn no more. 

Thine their hearts, their altars thine; 

Must they, Dian—must they pine ? 
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ODE I,*V 

Like some wanton filly sporting, 

Maid of Thrace, thou fly’st my courting. 
Wanton filly ? tell me why 
Thou trip’st Tiway, with scornful eye, 
And seem’st to think my doting heart 
Is novice in the bridling art? 

Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 

Thou’lt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins around that tender form. 
However wild, however warm. 

Yes—trust me, I can tame thy force, 
Amd turn $nd wind thee in the course. 
Though, wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport amid the herbs and Howers, 
Soon shalt thou feel the rein’s control, 
And tremble at the wished-for goal ! # 
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• ODE LXVI 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs'divine. 
Fairest of all that fairest shine; 

To thee- who ruFst with dhrts of fire 
This world of mortals, young Desire ! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear’st of life the guardian key, 
Breathing my soul in fervent praise, 
And weaving wild my votive lays. 

For thee, O Queen ! t wake the lyre, 

F or thee, thou blushing young Desire, 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour, 

T.ook on thy bride, too happy boy, 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms, 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms. 
Before*the lovely, trembling prfcy, 

Pike a young blrdling, wing away! 
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Turn, Stratocles, too happy youth, 

Dear to the'Queen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all^hine own. 

Turn to Myrilla, turn thine ey(*. 

Breathe Jo Myrilla, breathe thy sigh. 

To those bewitching beauties turn ; 

For thee they blush, for thee they burn. 

Not more the rose, the queen of flower 
Outblushes all the bloom of bowers, 
Than she unrivall’d grace discloses, 

The sweetest rose, where all are roses. 
Oh! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o’er thy bed ; 

And foster there an infant tree, 

T« bloomdikc her, and tower like thee ! 



Oc^es of Anacreon 


ODE EXVJI 

I 

Rich in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The wealth of Amalthea’s horn ; 
Nor should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tartessian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years 
The victim of declining fears. 

One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! . 



Odes of tAnacfeon 


ODE LXVIII 

J^ow Neptuntf’s month our sky deforms, 
The angry night-cloud teems with storms ; 
And savage winds, infuriate driven, 

Fly howling in the face of heaven ! 

Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
With roseate rays of wine illume : 

And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fadeless foliage round our head, 

Lefc’s hymn»th > almighty power of wine, 
And shed libations on his shrine ! 
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ODF. LX EX 

C 

Th, y wove the lotus band t<? 

And fan witli pensile wreath eac^ neck ; 
And every guest, to shade his lid ac ^> 
Three little fragrant chaplets sprt‘ ac ^» 
And one was of th’ Egyptian leaf* 

The rest were roses, fair and brief 
While from a golden vase profound 
To all on flowery beds around, 

A Hebe, of celestial shape. 

Pour’d the rich droppings of the grapi ' ■ 
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,ODE LXX 

A broken cake, with honey sweet. 
Is all my spare and simple treat : 
And while a generous bowl I crown 
Xo float my little banquet down, 

I take the soft, the amorous lyre. 
And sing of love’s delicious fire : 

In mirthful measures warm and free, 
> I sing,«dear maid, and sing for thee 
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ODE LXXI 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung. 
And whiJe T wake them all for thee, 
Thou, O maiden, wild and young, 
Disport’st in airy levity. 


The nursling fiwn, that in some shade 
Its antler’d mother leaves behind, 

Is not more wantonly afraid, 

More timid of the rustling wind! 
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ODE LXXII 


Fare thee well, perfidious maid. 

My soul, too long on earth delay’d. 
Delay’d, perfidious girl, by thee, 

Is on the wing for liberty. 

I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 

Since thou hast ceas’d to love me here ! 
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ODli LXXII1* 

Awhile I bloom’d, a happy flower. 
Till Love approach’d one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 
Then lost I fell, like some poor willow 
That falls across the wintry billow ! 



Odes of Ana%jjeon 


ODE LXXIV 


Monarch Love, resistless boy, 

With whom th£ rosy Queen of Joy, 

Amd nymphs,'* whose eyes have heaven’s hue, 
Disporting tread the mountain-dew ; 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs, 

Which, glowing with entreaty, rise, 


That thou wilt whisper to the breast 
Of her I love Jiy soft behest; 

And counsel her to learn from thee, 


That lesson thou hast taught to me. 

Ah T if my \\ cart no iiattery tell, 

Thou’lt own I’ve learn’d that lesson well ! • 
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• ODE LXXV 

Spirit of Love, whose locks unroll’d 
Stream on the breeze like floating gold ; 
Come, within a fragrant cloud 
Blushing with light, thy votary shroud ; 
And, on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh, waft me hence away ! 

Love 1 my soul is full of thee, 

Alive to all thy luxury. 

But she, the n\mph for whom I glow. 
The lovely Lesbian mocks my woe ; 
Smiles at the chill and hoary hues, 

That time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! I fear she keeps her charms. 

In store for younger, happier arms! 
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ODF ?.XXVI 

Hithi-r* gentle Muse of mine. 

Come and teach thy \otary old 
Many a golden hymn divine, 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks* unfold ; 

I listen to a hoary sage, 

Sweetest maid, with vest of gold ! 
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ODE I,XXVII 

Would that I wen* a tuneful lyre. 

Of burnish’d i\ ory fair. 

Which, in the Dionysian choir, 

Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that 1 were a golden vase. 

That some bright nymph might hold 
My spotless frame, with blushing grace, 
Herself as pure as gold ! 




Odes of Anadvm 


Op*K l-XXVIII 

Whin Cupid sees how thickly now 
The snows of Time hill o’ei my blow, 
Upon hib wing of golden light 
He passes with an eaglet's flight, 

And flitting o’ waids seems»to say, 

** Fare thee well, thou’st had th) day ! ” 


M 
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ADDENDA 


h Cupid, whose lamp has lent the ray, 

That lights our life’s meandering way, 
That God, within this bosom stealing, 
.•■•Hath waken Vi a strange, mingled feeling, 
Which pleases, though so sadly teasing, 
And teases, though so sweetly pleasing ! 

Barnes, 125th. This i•* in Scaliger's Portia. 
Gail has omitted it in his collection of fragments. 


Let me resign this wretched breath, 
Since now remains to me 
No other balm than kindJy death, 

To sooth my misery ! I 

This fragment is extant in Arsciyus and 
Hephaistion. £cc Barnet (691I1), who has ar¬ 
ranged the metre of it very skilfully. 



Addenda 

I know thou lov’st a brimming measufc, 
And art a uindiy, cordial host; 
liut let me fill and drink at pleasure— 
Thus I enjo/ the goblet most. 

Barnes, 72nd. This fragment, which is Jound 
in Athena us, contains an excellent lesson for the 
votai ies of Jupiter Hospitals. 


I 11 ar that love disturbs my rest, 

Yet feel not love's impassion'd care; 

1 think there’s madness in my breast, 

Yet cannot find that madness there! 

Found in Hephxst-ion (see Barnes, 95th*J, and 
reminds one somewhat of the following 

Odi et amo ; quare id iaciam fortasse requiris ; 
Nescio: sed fieri sentio. et excrucior (Carm. 53). 

I love thee and ha; e thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of my love and my hate, may I die. 

I can feel <’t. alas ! I can feel it too well, 

^l'hat 1 love thee ^nd hate thee, bat cannot tell 
why. x 
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From dread Leucadia’s frowning steep, 
FI] plunge into the whjfAing deep: 

And there lie cold, to deatli resign’d, 

Since Love intoxicates %y mind ! 

• • 

This is also in Heph.vstion, and perhaps is a 
fragment oT some p<nm, in wliith Anucieon had 
commemoiated the fate of Sappho. It is the 
123rd of Bat nes^ 


Mix me, child, a cup divine, 

Crystal watei, 1 uby wine : 

Weave the frontlet, lichly flushing, 
O’er my wintry temples blushing. 

Mix the btimmer—Low and 1 
m Shall »o more the contest try. 

Here—upon this holy bowl, 

I surrender all my soul ! 

Collected by Barnes, from Demettius Phaljpcus 
and Eustathius, and subjoineil in his edition to 
the epigrams attiihuted to our^oct. And heie is 
the last of those little scattered Mowers, which 
I thought I might venture with an^r grace to 
tra isplanthappy if it c 4 uld he said of the 
garland which they form, r lt> 8 * «£* AvaKpcovros. 
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EPIORA’MS 


Among the Epigrams of the AnjJvoIogia ;tfe 
found som^ panegyrics on Anacreon, which 
I had translated, ami originally intended as a 
sort of Coronis^o this work, liut I found, 
^5pon considcnftion, that they wanted variety ; 
and that a frequent recurrence, in them, of 
the same thought, would render a collection 
of such poems uninteresting. I shall take 
the liberty, however, of subjoining a few, 
selected from the number, "that I may not 
appear to have totally neglected those ancient 
tributes to the fame of Anacreon. The 
four epigrams which T give are imputed t<* 
Antipater Sidonius. They are rendered, 
perhaps, with too much freedom ; but, de¬ 
signing originally a translaticfi of all that are 
extant on the subject, I endeavoured to 
enliven theif unifornTity J>y sometimes in¬ 
dulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 
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Epigranls 


AXTiriATPOT 2TAQXTOT, ET2 
AXAKPEO$TA. 

0AAAOI +€Tpa.Kopv(JLfit>s, Avaicptav 9 apcfn c re 
icicrcros 

a (3pa re Acqiuwtav iroptfavpctnv 7T€Ta\u m 
*7rr}yaL S’ aprflvotvrw avaOXi fioii'To ytiXa/iros, 
cvcoSc? 8* awo yyjs //So ^co/ro p.€0v y 
otfrpa acc rot criroSny re icru oirrea rcpif/iv aprjrai, 
€1 Sc Tts <j}0ip.ei'OtS XplfJL7TT€TaL CV<f>p(MTVVa y 
to to cfnXov (rrep^as, <£iAc, j8a p/3irov 9 o> erw 
aoiSu 9 

7ravra 8ia7rAa)aras kcu erw cpwri /?iov. 

Am>und tht* tomb, oh, bard divine ! 

Where soft thy hallow’d brow reposes, 
Long may the deathless ivy twine, 

And summer spread her waste of roses! 

And there shall many a faint distil, 

• And many a rill refresh the flowers; 

But wine dhall be ea*h pirplc rill, 

And every fount be nfilky showers. 



v ji .pigrams 

Tlius, shade of lvm, whom Nature taught 
To tune his iy*»e and soul to pleasure, 
Who gave to love his tcndcicst thought, 
Who gave to lo\e his fondest mcasuie,— 


Thus, aftei death, if shades can feci, 

Thou may\st, hom odouis lound thee 
st i earning, i 

A pulse of past enjoyment steal,* 

And li\e .igain in blissful diearning ! 

Antipatu Sidonius. the authoi of this epigram, 
lived, according to Vossius, tit Poiti\ Gtau*y in 
the second yeai of the 169th Olympiad. He 
appeals, from what Cicero and Quintilian have 
said oi him, to have been a kind of impiovisatore 
(see ImUtut, Ohit. lib. x. cap. 7). There is 
nothing moie known lespecting tlvs poet,, ex¬ 
cept some paiticulais about his illness and death, 
which aie mentioned as curious by Pliny and 
otheis ;—and theie remain of his works but a few 
epigrams in the Anthologia. among which are 
found these insciiptfons upon Anacreon. These 
remains have been sometimes imputed to another 
poet 1 of the same name, of whom Vossius gives 
us the foll<twing account % ‘‘Antipater Thcssa- 

v, ^ 

1 Pletaque t.i <icn I In ".aloniccnsi trihuenda videntur 
(1’ium.k, LtctiOfu.it it Efitetidat.'). 
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Epigrarrfc' 


lonicensis vixit tempore Augmsti Claris, ut qui 
saltantem viderit Pyladem, f sicut constat ex 
quodam ejus epigramrrtate A^0o\o7cas, lib. iv. tit. 
cts opxfGTpiS as. At cum a^ BathyHum primos 
fuisse pantomimos ac sub Augusto claruisse, satis 
notum ex Dione, etc. etc." 

The reader who thinks it worth observing, 
may find a strange oversight in Hoffman's quota¬ 
tion of this article from Vossius. U/nvi'ts. 

By the omission*oi a sentence he has made Vossius 
assert that the*p° L ‘t Antipatcr was one of the first 
pantomime dancers in Rome. 

Barnes, upon the epigram before us. mentions 
a version of it by Brodaus, which is not to be 
found in that commentator; but be more than 
once confounds Biodreus with another annotator 
on the Antholrgia, Vincentyiis Obsopucns, who 
has given a translation of the epigram. 



ipigrams 


TOT ATThT, EIS TOX ATTOX. 

, 

TTMB02 Avafcpcr^iTos. o Tr/tos ci'flaSc kvkvos 
r EuSa, xfi 7ratS(Dv fai/jora-ny fxavir], 

AKfirjv Atipiatvrt /xcAt^crat a fifa Ba&AXoj 
KOI Ktmrttv XtVKOS o8<i)8c X/ 0OS. 

OvS* \ 18/79 troi cpo)Tu$ uT€crj3c(ra , J tv 8 ’ 

A\€/)()l'TO<! 

(}v, oXos (i)8trcts KvrrpiSi 0€p/,u>T€pq. 

Hiri sleeps Anatieon, m this i\icd shade; 
Heie mute in death the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold that heait, which while on ea>*tfi 
it dwelt 

All the sweet fien/y of lo\e’s pas&ion felt. 

. . . the Ttian swan /j laid .] Thus Horace of 
Piiulai-- 

* Mu It a Diicaum levat am a cycnum. 

A swan was the hieioglyphical emblem of a poet. 
Anaiieon has betM t called the swan of Teos by 
another of his eulogists. 

E? rots /jLtXtxpois T fie pout GvvrpoQov 
Audios AvakptovTa, Tiji ov kvkvov, 

Ecr07;Aas bypy ’tKTapos /leX'ijdovrj. 

Evycvovs, AvOoXoy. 
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And yet, oh Bard! thoulait not mute in 
death, 

StiJl do we catch thydyicV luxurious bregth ; 

God of the grape ! thou fiast betray'd 
In wine’s bewildering dream,* 

The fairest swan that t\er play’d 
Along the Muse's sticam ! 

The Tcian, nurs'd with all those honey'd boys, 
The young Desires, light Loves, and iose-lipp*d 
Joys! 

Still do iir tilth t/n/ lifit » lu\umu\ bintth ;\ ’1 hus 

Simonides, speaking of our poet - 

3IoA7T7/S 5’ OV \ljlh) /lf\LT€f>TTlOS Ct\V LTL KltVO 
HapfiiTov ovdt 0 o.viav nvatro' tiv atdij. 

Ii/Movidoi , A v 0 o\oy. 

Nor yet die all his numbers mute, 

Though daik within the tomb he lies; 

JBut livigg still, his amoious lute 
With sleepless animation sighs! 

This is the famous Simonides whom Plato stylfcd 
“divine,” though Le Fe\ie, in his Pattis Gres, 
supposes that the epigrams undei his name are 
*all falsely imputed. 1 he most considetable of his 
remains is a satirical poemf upon women, pre¬ 
served by Stobius, \f/oyos yvmiKUJV. 

We may j^idge from the lines I have just quoted, 
and the impoit of the epig/im beioie us, that the 
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And still thy son Js of soft BathylLi bloom, 
Green as the ivy(ound thy mouldering tomb. 
Noi c yet has death Obscuied thy file of Jove, 
For still it lights € thee through the elysian 


grove; # 

Where diearns are thine, that bles^ th* elect 
alone, 

And Vvnus calls thee even in death hei own ! 

« 

woiksof An.itieon wcic pufect in the times of* 
•Simonides and Antipatci. Obsopaus, the 10m- 
niLiit.itoi heic, appeals to exult in theii destiuc- 
tion, and, tilling us tiny weie burned by tlve 
bishops and patiiauhs, Ik ulds, “net sane id 
necquicquam fueium,” attubuting to this out- 
iagc an effect which it could not possibly have 
pioduccd. 1 
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TOT ATTOT, HI 2 Toil ATTON. 

HErXE, Tiuj) uv irapa \ifov AvaK/icrorro? 
afl€lfi MV, 

El Tl TO# €K f3l/3Xu)V l]\0cv CfJUUV 0 (/>c\OS, 
Sttcutov c/xt/ <r7ro8n/, tnrcuruv yui/os, nfym 

KCV OtVO) m 

Oared yy0y<r€ tu/jui roT/£o/A€m, 

*12s tj Aiavv(rov /A€/xcA.7//7crov oi nun kcd/xos*, 

* 11 ? 6 <f)i\(iKpr)Tov (tvvt dftfJLovnj ?, 

M>/8c Kara(f>0i p evo'i JiaK^or Six a tovtov 
•UTrotcrw 

Tov yci/ci/ ficou7rwy ^wpov o«£tiAo/xcvoi/. 

On stranger ! if Anacreon's shell 
evertfaught thy heart to swell 
With passion's throb or pleasure's sigh, 

1 n pity turn, as wandering nigh, 

The spirit of Anacreon is .supported to ytter 
these verses from the tomb,- slmewhat <b mutatus 
.<L» silo," at least in simplicity |f expression. 

. . . if Anacreon * *htil m 

Has vur t^ight thy he&rl to Mvell^ etc. ] We may 
guess from the words tif ftiftXuv c/jluv, ..hat 
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And drop thy loblet’s richest tear 
In tenderest lif.ation here! 

I i t 

Anacreon was not merely a writer of billets-doux, 
as some French critics hate called him. Amongst 
thu e, M. L 4 Fevrc, with all his professed ad¬ 
miration. has given our poet a character by no 
means of an elevated cast 


Ausm t \*st pour tela cjuc la posterity* 

L'a toujours justement d’age en'agc cliaute 
t'omme un lianc gogucnaid, ami de goinfierie/ 
Ami de billets-doux it de badinctie. 

See the MTses pielaced to his Po h r (hies. This 
is unlike the language of Tlieoci itus, to whom 
Anacicon is indebted loi the following simple 
culogiuni— 


Eli \\ VkPEONTOS VNA1MV\T\. 

6a<rai tov avSpiavra tovtov. w vc, 
(TTroiSa, ecu cTrav fs oi kov tvthjs' 

• AvCLKp^OVTOS llKOv' CiOOV f V TfW, 

twv irpoafl' a ti wcpicroov usboirouii*. 
wpoadas 8e \wti rot? vcoicriv adcro , 
epa s arpcKOo^ o \ov tov civ5pa. 


Upon the . j tatuf oi Anacreon. 

Stranger! who iKar .his siitue chance to roam, 
^it awhile youi ^udious eyes engage; 
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So shall m> sleeping ashts thi ill 
With \isions of enjo)meSt still. 

Not cun m death*can 1 icsign 
The lestal joys that onor wue nnru, 
tvh( n 11 union) pursu'd my >*i)s, 

And Bacchus w inton’d to ni) 1 1 \ s. 

Oh 1 it delight could i h uni no molt, 

It ill the goblet’s bhs welt o\i, 

I hat) ou mi) si) u tui nm, t » \ ui honu 
<k I vc set n the ini ipe I the 111 in s igt , 

Bistoi tile IniiU \vh» ’cch til Mu i s p igi 
I lien if you ill, 1 lut stnplin, s 1 »\ d lum 
well 

^ ou tell tlum ill In wis mil aptly till 

I havt enili ivouu il to <1 > justn to the simplu it) 
ol this iiwtiption hy u ndi ring it is lift r illy I 

believe, as i veisi ti nisi ition will lllovv 

• • 

Ant It j t! j of't t h t t t iti J Thus 
Simonides in m >th t ol Ins ipitaphs on oftr 
poet — 

hat fU¥ aft Tcyyoi vorcpi] opyro y, rjt o ycpcuBs 
Aaptyrrpov paXahuv fin cep ck crTop.aTujv 

Let vines in clustering hcajit) wre tth d 
Drop all thLir treisures on his hoed, 

Whose li]9> i dew of^wcemiess hriath il, 

Richer thin vine hith *ver shed ' 
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\ 

When f.ite ha# 15 once our doom decreed, 

Then dying v, ould he death indeed ; 

Noi could I think, unblest by wine, 

Divinity itself divine ! 

*i 

An I Jhiichut ni.ttitun'J to mg A/yt, etc.] The 
oiigin.il licii' is coriuptul, the line toy 6 Atoiwoo, 
etc., is unintelligible 

Hii*.it k’s enumiation impious the sense, but 1 
doubt il it can be conuiu tided lor eUgance. Hm-* 
leads tlu line tlnis-- 

toy o Alton croio XAtur/uteoy ovirort ku/aw 
pu Hiuiuk, -/«.// hi ViUt. Pi t. (hit. \ol, ii.). 
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TOT ATror, EI2 T<|{ ATTOX. 

t 

ETAEIS ce <l>Bifi€vot<ni’ f • ArriK/icor, ccntfXn 
irovrjcras 

«t'8ci 8* f) yXvKtpri ta'KTiXaXos tyOapa, , 
c{»8« /cat jUficpSis, to UoOwv eap, 6) trv 
/icXicrfimi', 

(iap/JiT, UVCKpnVOV l'€KTap crap/conor. 

m^jiOvav y(ip Upturns c<//cs' lottos* (? 8c crc 
pavvnv 

ro£u tc /cat cncoXta? ci^ci* iKyftoAia 9. 

At length thy golden houis have wing’d 
their flight, 

And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth ; 
Thy harp, that whisper’d through each 
lingering night, 

New mutely in oblivion sleepeth ! 

Thtf ihii ft, l hiit 7c ///./'-1 ’./ tin fntyji tilth ti/i^n i/iir nii'hff 

etc.] In another of these poems, *• the nightly- 
speaking lyre ” of the hard is leprcsented as not 
yet silent even after his death. ' 

Wt 6 tplXcLKprfTQS Tf KCU OlVOfiap-qt <pt\0KUJfl0t 
irayni'xtos Kpovoi 1 tt\v iptfovaida gcXi'i*. 

~iy.wvib<±<, fit Avaicpcoiira. 

* 1 I)runek ha& xpovm ; but xp*ul y the common reading, 
better suits a detached quotation. 
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She too, foi wh/m that ha»p ptofusely shed 
The purest nectar ot its numbers,. 

Sh6, the young spiing c of thy desires, hath 
fled, 

'And with hei blest Anacieon slumbers! 

i o I*canty's simli and wini s di light, 

I o )o)s lie lo\ d on i utli so wi II 
s 11 shill lus spun, ill rlu night, 

Attuin tin wild, iiridslull' 

&/i , tht f / //,, N 't thy l %n > Ltl 1 Thi 

ouginil, to fcifi, is hiiutiiul Wi regret 

tint suth prusi should hi liushtd so puposter- 
ously and lul tint tin poits mistu s Eurypyle 
would hau dismal it Inttu Hu n.imt Jus 
hun told us h) Mih it,a is alu ids ipiotid and 
in inorhu ipigi ini h) \ntipitu 

i ypa S( fitfthOLM i our a tv ojimaiTt! oi \ov auoois, 
ailh ttui \nrapr)s avths iiripth hofirji, 

7 T/K)S Til /M 711 \t;i -< r/>ajuu'ms . 

Long mi) tin n)mph atound thu pli), 
Eunp)li, thy soul s di siti } 
basking hii hi lutus m tin i ty 

i hit lights thiin ms’ dissolung fin ! 

ising of her snul \ In witching powei, 

Hu eu*i) gran that warms and blisses , 

Sing of hu brow s luxuriant flower, 

The beaming glory of hei tresses. 
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Faicwell! thou had’st a j)iis>e toi cvciy dait 
That mighty Love coulcr&tattu from his 
quiver; 

And each new beauty tounfl m thee a heart, 
Which thou, with all thy heaat and sotil, 
didst «mc hi r 1 

ii 

1 Ik ixpussion liti airOut \ofujs, 1 lilt flown 
of the hair, ' is lAtrovn I fiom Vnwuoii liim«*c 1 f 9 
•*s appeals 1)) i fi ijrim nt o! tin put pusiiud m 
Mob L us KirfKftf tis o a7ra\?/s apt / i a itf*\ 

I h /ir t n ft / / i itnf i ,iti ] J tills siys 

Brunck, in tlu piohyue m tlic S tn / Pi 
urn — 

Cant iu iridis I\yisiunn mitu 

•‘Milos is tin iisml it idmjj in *his lim ind 

kasaubon li is d< Undid it hut until 1 is I 

think, much mon spuitid 

/ f 0~i li 1 ffi hi t / 1 f i ;///;/ i ft | 

<TK<n rot * uipii ill nituii not pi < u 
lafoi is Bum \ti) f iIm Ij intnput it * 

\ iimiitius Oh opo us upon this p iss ijr« , < on 
tnvts to lining i us with i litrh istiulofi* il 
wisdom, and t ilks in i sty 1< of Itjnnd si iml tl 
about Vum-*, '‘male posita eum Mute in donio 
Saturni ’ 1 

* And aJi niri 1 nth/ J uni 9i lh ah irt , 1 1« J 
7 his couplet is not otheiwrse warranted by Jie 
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original, than as/it dilates the thought which 
Antipater has figuratively expressed. 

Cptias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the 
legitimate gallantry of Anacreon, calling him, 
with elegant conciseness, m t vvaiku)v yirfpoircvfia. 

t Q f 

Toy St yvvaKttusv p.t \hop irXefcayra iror udar, 
*HiW AyakptiovTa , l Ttws fes , E\Xa5 , 'o*'ipyei', 

fiiroffiuiy tptOia/Ju. ywatktov rjirepovcvua . 

l'n»s Rave to Oteiu lit i tuasi'ic, 

Sage \iuutnn, sagi in loving; 

Fondly weaving lavs ol pit a sure 

Fot the mauls who blush'd appiming 

Wlun in nightly banquets sporting, 

While’s tin gmst could ever fly him ? 

When with lovt\ seduction inuiting. 

While's the n/piph could e'er deny him ? 

1 1 bus Si alujcr, in his clidit itoi y verses to Ronsard— 

IU uuUts, su t\ lloijuus, tlultis An icrion. 
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01)E 1 

This rule is the first of the seties in the Vatican 
manuscript, which atti Unites it to no otliei poet 
than Anacreon. # 'l hey who asset t that the manu¬ 
script imputes it to Risilms haw 1 m en misled hy 
the wolds Toi anron fiaatXtkm in the maigin, 
which aie meiely intended as a title to the 
following ode. Wluthci it he rhe pioduction of 
Anacreon or not, it has all the featuies of ancient 
simplicity, and i*> a beautiful imitation of the 
poet's happiest manner. 

Spat lit tf in ht\ j *f fit .. 

Thtoufr/i the mnl of toft d ute. | •* How could lie 

know at the^first look ! *>ays Ua\tci , that the poet 
was %i\fwos't " Th*'re ate suuly many tell-tales 
of this piopensity; and the following ale tljp 
indices, which the physiognomist gives, desci ib- 
ing a disposition peihaps not unlike that of 
Anacreon: kXi^o/ x<m, kvuatvovrts tv 

aiTotr, ets aiftfiobiaia kcu tviraOtiav fTTrorivrat. ovrt 
dt aSiKoi, ovrt KCLkovpyoi, ovTtitpvatus tj> ae\);s, ovrt 
CLfiovaot (Adamjntms). 4, Thweye* thjr are humid 
and fluctuating show a propensity to pleasure and 
love; they bespeak too a mind of integrity and 
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« 


beneficence, a gei^rosity of disposition, and a 
genius I or poetr) 

Batista Potta tcIlf us stme strange opinions of 
the ancient ph) iingnomists on this subject, their 
reasons for which win curious, and perhaps not 
altogether ftnciinl (title Physwg. now. Johan, 
Baptist Pi tit) i 


1 it l th •'it i '//. "t hr s it m t t~tm 

Philostiitus has the same 

thought in one of his hpurika wfuie he spuks of^ 
tht g nland whieh lit hatl suit to Ins mistut-s 
l't fif fioi\ci n 0i\w x a / u s fr/,at i Ta 
at rurt/j^ov, pijktTi mnovra foButt fiovov a\\a &at 
irot “II thou ait inclined to giatif) thy lover, 

suul him link the 11 mams of the gat land, no 
longer buathing of rosts onl) but of thee! ** 
Which putt) coiUMt jo hoirowcd as the author 
of tin (it i t tcnuiks) in j well-known little 
song n! Bi n lonson o 

1 Hut *hou tin non didst <>nl\ I ie • In „ « 

\iul o t nt it I u k to mi 
SlIHt wlllll It looko uni Mill i)o I s\M 41, 

Not ol itself hut rim ' 


Jit it t t tf him 1 1 ( 1 


Mi it 1 hi** idea, as 

I.ongepiei it u mai ks on in o in in e pigi im of the 
somth hook of tin tAnthologi i 


Lfcorc /tat rnmnn at vtaraoura XupurNw 
An Optj rots tOiA % aptptfia\(. artttavois, 
Hip o\eoe BarTttfA€ 
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While l unconscious quaff VI my wint. 

Twos thin thy fingm s^yly stole 
Upon my hrow th ^ wnjth of thine. 

Which smct Ins middc n’d ill my soul 

<>1)L 11 

Ptc hum t/n Lrti / / /;/ tit J fhe ancients 
prescribed turain laws of dunking at tlx 11 
festivals, for an mount of wIikIi ml tin toin- 
mtntators Vn^uun Inn u* tin sy mposi ik ii, 
mastirof tin hstiwl I luu truislited moul 
iil£ to tliost who (onsnlii / ;r#\\a Ota/uov as m 

JllVtlSIOIl of {/((T/lOl? MTpWti'l 

ODK Ml 

La Foss, has thought pmpir to h n^rlu n this 
poem by consult table mtt r politioiis of his own 
which In flunks arc mdispins ihly mussiiy to 
the completion of tin <ltsc upturn 

onr i\ 

riffs cult *\ullls ( M Hills t< II u w t pt 11 i nit ft 
at an t ntt rt iimiih nt w lu u In wi pn ♦ nt 

Ji'hitr n »nif it hj / / / h t r / • f i ] 1 l» Hi 

availed myself luieof tin nldirionil lim n m 
tin Vituan mniusuipt whnli iiivi not lath it 
tiirately mse rti «1 in tny of tin oidmary editions 
lioirjaov a/f7rc\ols /tot 
hat t ioTfti as Kaf ai t*w 
$ Kat fuuvaaui rfiyuaus. 

Hotel 5e \t}uo v*otvoi, 

201 



Notes 


Arjvotfarat iraroivrnr, 
Toes va redoes yeXairras, 
Kat ■xprvovstfovf (punas* 
Kat Ki fhpriv ye Noway, 
'O/uoiAaXw A raiuf, 

• E pwra k WtppoBirriP. 


ODE V 

I)egen thinks that this ode if a more modern 
imitation of the preceding. There is a poem bjT 
Cadius Calragniuus, in the manner of both, where 
lie gives instructions about the making of a ring. 

Tornahis annulum mihi 

Et lahre, et aptt. et commode, etc. etc. 

Tm 1*ove he ther: , without h'n trrms, etc.] Thus 
Sannuzaro in the eclogue of nelC Ai*adia— 

Vegnan li vaghi Amori 
Souza fiammelle. o strali, 

r 

Seheizaiulo insieme pargoletti e midi. 

Fluttering on the hu-y wing, 

A tiain ol naked Cupids came. 

Sporting around in harmless ring. 

Without a dart, without a flame. 

And thus in the Pet^/i^dium l r ener:s — 

Ite nympjix, po*ilt arma. feriatus est amor. 
l*rc^sarm'd-Xe nyfnpht, in sifety stray, 
Your bosom' now may boast a holiday! 
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But ah / if thtrc Apollo toys , 

I tremble for th, rosy bo)/',] \ll allusion to lhe 
fahle that Apollo had # killejl his beloved hoy 
Hyacinth, while playing with him at <|Uf>its. 
44 This (says M. I .a Fosse; if assuredly the sense 
of the text, anti it cannot admit of aty other.” # 
The Italian translators, to save themselves the 
trouble of a note, have taken the liberty of making 
Anacreon himself explain this fahle. Thus Salvitii, 
the most literal #f any <>l them 

M a eon lor non giuochi Apollo; 

C’he in fieio ri'.io 
Col durn disco 
A fliacinto fiat, in il rollo. 


ODE VI 

This beautiful fiction, which the commentators 
have attributed to Julian, a inyal poet, the Vatican 
MS. pronounces to be the genuine ofTspiing of 
Anacreon, it ha>, indeed, all the featuies of the 
parent— 

et lacilo insciis 
Noscitetui ah omnibus. 


When' muni/ iiu t xD It/ rox-' iv.n ictipnxj, 

/ found the urchin Cupid tlnping. ] ’I his id« a is 
prettily imitated in the following epigram by 
Andreas Naugcriu?— i 

Florentes d^m forte varans ftea Hyella per hortos 
Uexit odoratis lilla cana .osis, 
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Ecce ro*as inter latitantcm imtnit Vmoicm 
Et simul anncxil flonbus impluuit 
Luctatui primo, et c»ntta«ittntibus alis 
Indomitus tentat sobut vincla puci 
Mox ubi lacteol is ef digms mitu pipilla? 

Vidit tt on ipsos nata moxtreDcos, 
Impositosqut com i ambrosios ut scnti* odorts 
Quosqiie It^it if 1 1 1 messe hcatus Aribs 
“ 1 (dixit mi i, qu iu nut um tibi m itci, V.morcm, 
Impeli » sides hie 11it ipti met 

As fm IiYclla, tluough the bloom) giove, 

A wicath of mmy mingled How lets wo\c, 

Within i lose a sleeping Lo\c she found, 

And in the twisted wieaths the hib) bound 
Vwlnlc he snuggled and impatient tiled 
io Im ik the ios) bonds the virgin tied 
But whin lie siw hj i bosom s mlnnt swell, 
lie 1 ft itim s wlu 11 tlit e)L ol low might dwtII , 
\nd 1 night th imbiosnl >1 >111 s ol liti Inn 
Ritb is tin 1 n itlim^s of \ribnn 111 9 

‘ Oh 1 motlui Vt iius sml the t lptui d ehild, 

B) chums oi moii thin moitil bloom hcguil d,) 
(to sttk 1 not lie 1 l o) thou t lost thine own, 
Hyella s 11ms shill now be Cupid s tin one' ’ 

Ibis epigi 1111 ol Niugiruis is imitated by 
Lodoxieo Dolce in 1 poem beginning— 

Mtntri* raccogliy hoi uno, I101 altio fiore 
Vieini 1 un 110 tn ehiale et lucid t»ondc 
Lidia, etc etc 
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ODE VII 

Alberti has imitated this ode in i poem 
beginning— 

Nisa mi diee e Clou 

Tirsi, til se puf uglio 

IVhtthu j dine his tin l m j Inn 

Jm sure I it it/i r In n r t ] I lull y Stephen 
veiy justly nmnks tin tkgant ne^ligeiue of 
expression in tlie ongiinl hut 

L7W w T(lS K MS fJtV 

1 it uni> f it ain}\0vi 

Oi k oida 

And Longepieirt his ulducul iiom ( atullus whit 
ht thinks isiimln instinct oi this simplicity oi 
mannet — 

Ipst qms sit u turn sit in fion sit nl qunqut 
lusut 

1 ongepuyc was i go >d cutic but puhips the 
line which lu Ins selected is a specimen oi a ( ue 
ltssness not vei) (ommunlthlc \t tin simt tinai 
I confess tint none oi tlu I itin poets lnu ever 
appeared t> mi so capable oi lmititing the giaces 
of Anacreon as Citullus if he had not lilowed a 
depraved imagination to nutiy him so oiten into 
mere vulgar licentiousm si . 

i 77 tat still g r death 1 hes'n irti , 

7 11 joy* of lift art stueeUr, den r ] Pontanus 1 as 
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a very delicate thought upon the subject of old 
age- 

Qyid rides, Mationa? senem quid temnis 
am an turn ? , 

Quisquis amat nulla est conditione senex. 

I * 

Why do you scorn my want of youth, 

And with a smile my brow behold ? 

Lady dear ! believe this truth. 

That lie who loves cannot he old. 

i. 

ODE VIII 

41 The German poet Lessing lias imitated this 
ode, vol. i. p. 24 " (Degen ; Gail, /><• Editiunibus'). 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upon 
the occasion of our poet’s returning the money to 
Polycrates, according to the anecdote in Stobxus, 

A 

J t are not fur the id f e state 

Of Persia's ling, etc.] “There is a fragment of 
Archilochus in Plutarch, ‘ l)e tranquillitate animi,’ 
which our poet has very closely imitated here; it 
begins— 

Op fJ.01 ra Ppycw top iro\vx(»'<Tov ” (Barnes), 
In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreon we 
find the same thought— 

^VX 7 I¥ €fJLT)V epUTW, 

Ti <roi 0 eXfis yeveadai ; 

GeXet? Tiyew ra kcli ra. 

Be mine the rii h perfumes that foxu. 

To cool and scent my locks of snotu. ] In the original, 
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fivpffun KaTappcxw viri)vi)v. On account of this 
idea of perfuming the hcaid, Cornelius de Pauw 
pronounces the whole ojjc to J>e the spurious pro- 
duct!on of some lascivious monk, who was nurting 
his beard with unguents. But he should have 
known that this was an ancient Eusty*rn custqjn, 
which, if yu may believe Sa\ary, still exists: 

Vous voyez, monsieui (says this traveller), quo 
1 'usage antique de se paifumer l.i tete et la haihe, 1 
eelebre par le | , *npliete Rni. subsiste encore de 
nios jours’’ (lettre 12 ). Sa\ary likewise cites 
this very ode of Anacreon. Angeiianus has not 
thought the idea inconsistent, having introduced 
it in the following lines - 

Hare mihi cura, rosis et cingere tempora myrro, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 

Hare mihi cura, comas et hurham tingere sucro 
Assyria et dulci continuare jocos. 

This be my care, to wreathe my blow with flowers, 
To drench jny soirows in the ample howl; 
Tojpuur rich pet fume« o'er my heatd in showers. 
And give full loose to mirth and joy of soul! m 

ODE IX 

The poet is here in a frenzy of enjoyment* and 
it is indeed “amabilis insania"— 

Futor di poesia, 

Di lascivia, e di vfno, 

1 “Situt unfuentum in capite quod descend it in bnrbam 
Aaronib P&eaume 133." 
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Triolicato furore, 

Bacco, Apollo, et Amore 

JRit) {/it t hi CdViltet Minno). 

This is truly, as^Scahgci expresses it— 

. . . Insanne dulce 
*£1 sapidum fureie furortm 

4 

ODL X 

1 Ins ocl< is addu -»sed to a swallow 1 find hom 
Degeii and iioin Gail s index c rhat the German 
poet Wussi has imitated it, SAmz Lndti li^ 
it tarm 5, tint Ramier also has imitated it, 
Lip Blumtnhu, lib. iv p 335, and some others 
( s» e Gail, lh F itUombus) 

We aie hue uleired hy Degtn to that dull book, 
Th Fpaths tf AUiphibiiy tenth epistle, third 
book, where lophon complains to Eraston of 
hung wakened hy tin crowing of a cock from 
his \ision ol 1 idles 

Stfly -« i/Ar<, pi uwr tJiini, etc ] < he loquacity 
ol the swallow was pioveihiaiistd, thus Mico- 
Stiatus— 

Et to aiicxw iroWa eat Tax<ws \a\civ 
a liv tov tppovav Trapairquov, at x^Xcdovcs 
EXe^o^r* av ijpuiiv (ruxppovco'Tepai iro\v. 

If in prating fiom morning till night 
A sjign ol oir wisdom there he, 

The* swallows arewi'kr by righj;. 

For the) prattle much faster than we. 
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Otf as Teteus did i nf ®//, etc ] Modern poetry 
has confirmed the name of Philomel upon the 
nightingale; but many, respectable authorities 
among the ancients assigned this metamotphose 
to Progne, and made PhilomPl the swallow, as 
Anacreon does here. 


ODE XI 

It is difficult to ptiHctsc with any grace the 
nartative simplicity of this ode, and the humour 
• « the turn with whiih it conclude'. I led, 
indeed, that the translation must appeal \apid, if 
not iudicious, to an English leulei 

A.nd l .an no longtt hep 

Little go</r, 7 vho mutdn ilcp'] 1 have not 
literally rendered the epithet iravrofUKra , il it 
has any meaning here, it is om^ puhaps, better 
omitted. 

I mutt lutn TViih 7tatm dture . 

Or you. mtf /toy - in yondir Jitt. J Fiom this 
Longepierre conjectures that, whatevei Anacreon 
might say, he l< It sonic timts the inconveniente of * 
old age, and here solicits from the powci of Love 
a warmth which he could no longet expert fiem 
Nature. 

ODE XII 


They tell ho7V Atys y ivild xvith Ifjiu f , 

Roams tht mount and haftnttd grove;] There aie 
many ontradictory stories of the loves of Cybcie 
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and Atys. It is certain that he was mutilated, 
but whether by his own iuiy oj Cybtle’s jealousy, 
is a point upon which authors aie not agreed. 

Ctfbd V nattu fu h ~ilt atom /, etc.] 1 have here 
adopted the aatntuation which Elns Andreas 
gives to Cybilc— 

In montihus Cyhcltn 
Magno onans hoatu 

Of, too, b\f Cliro< Jullwi'i tyi i/jj), etc] *1 his 
fountain was in a glow, consccrattd to Apollo, 
and situattd between Colophon and Lebcdos, in 
Ionia 1 he god had an oiacle thue, hcaligtr 
thus alludes to it tn his l i m t aitn t — 

Scmcl ut concitus astio, 

Vcluti qui Claiias aqUuS 

Ebihiu IoquiCcs, 

yuo plus (anunt, plura volunt. 

i 

While jloiintr flour r, etc.] Spaletti has quite 
mistaken the import of kopca-OtH as applied to 
* the poets misticss-Me i iatigatu** arnica j’*— 
thus intupicting it in a sense which must want 
eithei dtlicae) or gdl mtiy , if not. perhaps, both. 

J 


ODE XIII 

Ami nijiat did 7 « nt hi tiling d > f 
l took to at ns, undaunted* too ;] I ongep'etre has 
heie quoted an epigram ftom the Anthologia, in 
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whirh the poet assumes Reason as the armour 
against Love. 

flirXt equal vpos epwra wrpi vmpvoun Xo^tafiov^ 
Oufle fi€ PtKJ{<rfi t fxoifos uwjrpos tVa* 

Oparos 5 * aOavaru) u’tweXfia'ouac’ rjp Of fioijOov 
Ra^x o,/ f W' TL noi'ot 7rpos op* iyw%vvafLai \ • 

With Reasoit I rover iny hi cast as a shield, 

And fearlessly meet little Lost in tlu field; 

Thus fighting his god'diip, I 11 ne'ei he dismay'd : 
But if Batrhus should i\u advance to Ins aid, 
*/vlas! then, unahh to combat the two. 
Unfoitunate wanior. what should I do/ 

This idea of the it lesistihility oi Cupid and 
Bacchus united is delicately expiessid in an 
Italian poem, which is so tiul) Anamontic that 
its introduction licic may he pardoned. It is an 
imitation, indeed, of oui poit\*uxth ode. 

Lavossi Amorc in quel vicino fiume 
Ove giuro l’astoi , • he he send' 10 
Bfvei le fTamme, aim l'istesso Dio, 

Ch'or con l'humide piuine 
Lascisetto mi scluiaa al cor intoino. 

Ma che *arei s'io lo he*ve.ssi un gimno. 

Bacco, nel tuo liquorc ? 

Sarei, piu rhe non sono ebio d'Amoie 

The urchin of the how and quivci 
Was bathing in a neighboring nvti, 

^ Where, af I drank on yester-evc, 
(.'hepherd-youth, the tale believe,, 
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’Twas not a cooling, crystal draught, 

Twas liquid flame 1 madly quafPd; 

, For Love was Jn the rippling tide, 

I felt him to my bosom glide; 

And now the wily, wanton minion 
' Plays found my heart with restless pinion. 

A day it was of fatal star, i 
But ah, ’twere even more fatal far, 

If, Bacchus, in thy cup of fire. 

I found this fluft’ring, young desire: 

Then, then indeed my soul would prove, 
Ev‘n more than e\er, drunk with love! 

AnJ , having nuic no otln r Jut /, 

He shot himself into tny heart /] Drydcn has 
parodied this thought in the following extrava¬ 
gant lines — 

. . I'm all o'er Love ; 

Nay, I am Love, Love shot, and shot so fast, 

He shot himself into my breast at last. 


ODE XIV 

The poet in this catalogue of his mistresses 
means nothing more than, by a lively hyperbole, 
to inform us that his heart, unfettered by any 
one object, was warm with devotion towards the 
sex in general. Cowley is indebted to this ode 
for the hint of his ballad, called The Chronicle ; 
and the learned Menage has imitated it in a Greek 
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l 


Anacreontic, which has so much ease and spirit 
that the reader may not he ditpleased at seeing it 
here— 

111*02 BIl.'NA. 

Kt a\(T£wi' ra r/ii'Ma, 

AtlflUfVtOVS Tf irotai, 

Ki evKTt )s aar/ia iravTa, 
l[a//aArtoi r rt ifa/i/iow, 

AX#s 

Avvr), lit we, apiOfinv, 

Kat roes f/uoer tfnoras 
Avvy, litwi', apiOfittv. 

K 0 (njv t 71^1 sa, Xtj/ku-, 

Xfithpijv, Mtcrrjv. 

At vktjv rt kat MrXati'ai', 

Qfutadas Xa7raia? 

Xyprfi'8 as re iraffas* 

'<) <ros </>t\ or </tt\r}(Tf. 

Ha VTUJV kOftOi fltV ffTTtV. 

?Vi tryjv vtujv Jfyiwrwt', 

Accnrotvav AffyoHiryv, 

Xpvarfv, Ka\r)v , 7X1'*;* tap, 

Kpacrfitav, ‘roOftvrjv, 

Aft flOVrjV <f)t,\l]<J<XL 
E 7 ar/e fit] 8ovatjj.tjv. 

Tell the foliage of the woods, 

Tell the billows the Hoods, 

Numb*: midnight's starry store, 

And the sands that crowd the shore, 
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Pun, my Dion, thou mi)*t count 
Of m) lines the \ 1 st amount 
I vt bun loving, a\l my ili)s, 

Man) nymi^iH m mni) wa)s, 
Viigm widow mini and wifi 
1 m Run doting ill m> lift 
\ mils Ntitnls n\mplis of fountains 
< iiuldi - it ni j'lnxo uni mountains 
I in tiulsiMi iui< in ( sin ill, 

N i s I svu n I u lot d Pum ill ? 

S)On W IS IUI) pissl *n o\ti 
I w is but tin m iiiunt s loui , 

Oh ? l m sui h i iu\ in^ ili 
lint tin (Juun of 1 o\i heist If 
lh nigh ‘’lit pi utisil ill lut wilts, 
Kos) hlusliis w u it hul smili s. 

All lit i 1 1 pit) s ptoml unit iwnn 
( mil 1 not ih mi m) In ur loi iui 


( i t m u th ) ; h * 

b /// lrtf «ti ] I 111- fi^im is tillid bi 

ilutoiuiin- tilt linpo—il It (aouaroi anti ic 
ui) fuquintl) mult list of in potti) I he 
lnutoi) wntus hivi i\hinstill a woiltl of 
nnigciy h) it to i\pu — tin infinite numhei oi 
kisses which tht) ittpiiu ftom the lips oi thtir 

mistrtssts in thi (.Vidius lul tht way 

* 

— Quam Milt11 mult*!, cum ta it nox, 
ruitnos liominum \ideiit amores , 
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Tam ft basta mu lea basknc 
Vesano satis, tt supet. Catullo est 
Qua ntc ptimmu 4 ait Auio^i 
Possinr mi mill lastm^ri lingua 

(turn 7) 

\s m^n> still n t\is of lip lit, 

As thiough tin sih tit u isti of mglit, 
Gazing upon this wmhl of sh uh , 

Witniss si^m stint )ourh and mud. 

Who 1 111 is thou md fond is I, 

In stoli n jo) s m immn d lu 
So min) kisses hi | slumhii. 

Upon thosi ikw hught lips I II iiumhi 1 
So mui) kissisvu shill (oimr, 

Envy tan nivu till th immuit 
No ton' r ui shill hid tin sum hut muu 
No lips sh ill 1 isr m iti l*it rliim ’ 

In the f im i Cat tt lhi // (# 1 1 , 

Wh te 1 eh ountl ti ~t m »i / *■ , «t< ] C orintli 
was vtt) fimous lor tin In nit) uid iiumlni oi 
its couitiz ills Venn \v is tin duty jmiuipall)^ 
worshipped h) thi pi>plt, and tin 11 tonstant 
prayti was tint tin gods should mciiasi rht 
numhtr ol hi 1 woishippns Wt may pniTivi 
from the applic ition of t hi vt rl> KopivOia^f iv 111 
Aristophanis that the luhucit) of thi CormthiaiiH 
had btcomi proverbial. 

'Th te y iitdcdff) irt nymphs divine, 

Dangitous to a soul Itle mine ‘ With Jilstui. 
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has the poet attributed beauty to the women of 
Greece " (Degen). 

M. De Pauw, tlu^authbr of Dissertations upon the 
Greeks, is of a diffident opinion : he thinks that, 
by a capricious partiality of nature, the other sex 
ha'l all tin? beauty; and by this supposition 
endeavours to account foi a very singular depra¬ 
vation of instinct aiming that people. 

Guiles' wartffy ikitting thun;\ iThe Gaditanian 
girls were like the li.iladicies of India, whose* 
dances a;e thus described by a French author: 
“ Les danses Mint picsquc touted des pantomimes 
d'amour; le plan, le dcsscin, les attitudes, les 
mesures, les sons et les cadences de ccs ballets, 
tout respire cette passion et en exprime les 
voluptes et les fureurs" (Raynal, Histoire du 
Comma cedes Europe dam les deux hides'). 

The music of tlie Gaditaniun females had all 
the voluptuous character of their dancing, as 
appears fiom Martial— 1 • 

Cantica qui Nili, qui Gaditana susurrat 

(lib. iii. epig. 63). 

I.ydovic Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his 
mind when he wrote his poem “De diversis 
amoribus ” (see the Anthologia Italorum ). 

ODE 'XV 

c 

The dove oi Anacteon, bearing a letter from 
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the poet to his mistress, is met by a stranger, 
with whom this dialogue is imagined. 

The ancients madfc ust of letter-carjying 
pigeons when they went any distance from 
home, as the most certain means of conveying 
intelligence hack. That tender domestic attach¬ 
ment whrth attracts this delicate little bird 
through every danger and difficulty, till it settles 
in ir.s native nest, .iffhids to the author ol' 77v 
Pictures »f JWfwori/ a fine and interesting ex¬ 
emplification oi his subject - 

Led by what chart, ti.uisports the timid dove 

The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love ? 

(see the poem). Daniel Heinsius in speaking of 
Dousa, who adopted this method at the siege of 
Leyden, expresses a similar sentiment - 

Quo patria: non t<*ndit amor ?• Mamlata refer re 

Postquam hommem nequiit mitterc, misit avem. 

Fuller tells us that at the siege of Jerusalem 
the ChristiaTis intercepted a letter tied to the legs 
of a dove, in which the Persian emperor promised 
assistance to the besieged (Holy War, cap. 2^., 
hook i. \ 

y 

Sfu’, whose eye hat madden'd many , etc.] For 
rvpavvov in the original, Zeune and Schneider 
conjecture that we should read rvpavvov, in 
allusion to the strongjnfluence which this object 
W his lovtfcheld over the mind of Polycrates (see 
Degen). 


217 



Notes 


Venus, for a hymn tf tove, 

Warbled in her votive grove, etc.] 14 This passage 
is invaluable, and I d« not Vhink that anything so 
heautiful or so delicate has ever hcen said. What 
an idea does it give of the poetry of the man, from 
whom VenuJ herself, the mother of the Graces 
ami the Pleasures, purchases a little lfymn with 
one of her favourite doves! M ('Longepierre,'. 

De Pauw objects to the authenticity of this ode, 
because it makes Anacreon his o\Vn panegyrist; 
but poets have a licence for praising themselves, 
which, with some indeed, may be considered as 
comprised under their general privilege of 
fiction. 

ODE XVI 

This ode and the ifext may lie called companion- 
pictures ; they are highly finished, and give us 
an excellent idea of the taste of the ancients in 
beauty. Fr.inciscus Junius quotes them in* his 
* third hook l)e Vidus a Vetesum, 

'Phis ode has been imitated by Ronsard, Giuli- 
ano Goselini, etc. etc. Scaliger alludes to it thus 
i n h i s 'A/hiti eon tit a — 

Olim lepore hlando 
Litis versibus 
Candidas Anacreon 
Quam pingeret amicus 
Descripsit Venerem suam. 
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The Teian hard, of former days. 

Attun’d his sweet descriptive lays. 

And taught the painter's hand to trace 
His fair beloved's ev'rj grace. 

In the dialogue of Caspar Uarlaus, entitled An 
Jortnosa sit 9 Jutc/tJ t i % the reader wilf find nfuny 
curious ideas and descriptions of womanly beauty. 

Thuu % \w/jUSi• tuft <//..//bO; l/l/.'i 

Mirni* fnttn lh’,1 \oul infus. , ] I have followed 
here the reading of the Vatican MS. podtijs. 
Painting is called "the rosy art," either in 
reference to colouring or as an indefinite epithet 
of excellence, from the association of beauty with 
that flower. Salvini has adopted tln\ reading in 
his literal translation 

Del 111 roseli aite signore. 

77 /. tout/j/ maia that't fat tnvay. J If this portrait 
of the poet's mistress he not merely ideal, the 
omission of* lu-r name is much to he regretted. 
Meleager, in an epigram on Anacreon, mentions 
44 the golden Eurypyle ” as his mist less - - • 

lUftXrfKm Xf ,vffF V v X ll P a * fir ' Eiyu'iri'Xip/. 

Paint hit jetty ringlets phtying* 

Silly lulls , Hie tenth ils s(i aying ;] The ancients 
have been very enthusiastic in theii praises of the 
beauty of hair. Apuleius. in the second hook of’ 
his Milcsi^cs, says th*t Venus herself, if she were 
bald, though surrounded by the Uraces and the 
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# 

Loves, could not he pleasing even to her husband 
Vulcan. 

Stesichorus gave the epithet KaWtvXoKafiof to 
the Graces, and Sifnouides bestowed the same 
upon the Muses (see Hadrian Junius's D'nscita - 
tion tfptm Hair*. 

'To this passage of our poet. Scldcn alluded in 
a note on the Polyolbion of Diayton, Song the 
Second, where, observing that the epithet hlack- 
haired " was given hy some of the ancients to the 
goddess Isis, he says, Nor will I swear, hut that 
Anacreon (a man very judicious in the provoking 
motives of wanton love), intending to bestow on 
his sweet mistress that one of the titles of woman's 
special ornament, well - haired (Ka\\i 7 rXoxa/ 40 s), 
thought of thN when he gave his painter direction 
to make her black-haired." 

i 

Atnl } if pAnting hath the slill 

To male the spicy balm distil) etc.] Thus Philo- 
stratus, speaking of a picture: ct rcul'w icat •rov 
evdpoaov twv poSiov, kcli yeyfyaujtdai avra pera 
T17V 0(7/47/5. •* 1 admire the dewiness of these roses, 

and could say that their very smell was painted." 

J\fix*d with the liquid light that lies 

In Cythei en's languid eyes. ] Marchetti explains 
thus the vypov of the original— 

Dipingili umidetti 
Trcmuli e lascivetti, < 

Quai gli ha Ciprigna Palma Dea d'Amore. 
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Tasso has painted in the same manner the eyes 
of Arm i da— 

Qual raggio in on<fa ie jcintilla un liso 
Negli umidi ocelli tremulo e Iascivo. 

Within her humid, melting eyes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lit*, 

Soff as the broken solar beam. 

That trembles in the azure stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tender¬ 
ness which Anacreon requires the painter to 
Infuse into the eyes of his mistress, is more amply 
described in the subsequent ode. Both descrip¬ 
tions are set exquisitely touched, that the artist 
must have been great indeed if In* did not yield 
in painting to the poet. 

Mingling tints , as when t/urt glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. J Thus Propertius 
(eleg. 3, lib. ii.)— 

# Utq«e rosx puro lacte natant folia. 

And Davenant in a little poem, railed The 
Mistress — " 

Catch as it falls the Scythian snow, 

Bring blushing roses steep'd in milk* 

Thus too Taygetus— 

Quae lac atque rosas vincis candore rubenti. 

These last words «nay perhaps defend the 
“ Lushing Vhite ” of the translation. 
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Then her lip 9 so rich in blisses 

Sweet petitioner for lisses.] The “ lip, provoking 
kisses,” in the original is^a strong and beautiful 
expression, Achilles Tatius speaks of 
fxaXOaKa irpos ra tytKijuaTa, “ Lips soft and 
delicate for pissing." A grave old commentator, 
Dionysius Lambinus, in his notes upor* Lucretius, 
tells us with the apparent authority of experience 
that “Suavius vivos osculantur pucllx lahiosx, 
(jiiam quit* sunt hrevihu.s labris. *’ And'tineas 
Sylvius, in his tedious uninteresting story of the 
loves of Euryalus and Lucretia. where he parti¬ 
cularises the beauties of the heroine (in a very 
false and laboured style of latinity), describes her 
lips thus: -Os parvum decensque, labia corallini 
coloris ad morsum aptissima" (epist. 114, lib. i.;. 

iVi j v/, bitimth the ve/vtt thin, 

H r hose dimple hides*a Love within , etc.] Madame 
Dacier has quoted here two pretty lines of 
Varro— 

i 0 

»Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudinem. 

In heT chin is a delicate dimple. 

By Cupid’s own finger imprest; 

There Beauty, bewitchingly simple. 

Has chosen her innocent nest. 

Pfow let a foatinjr , lucid veil , 

Shadow her form , but hot cono-al, etc.] This delicate 
art of description, which leaves imagination to 

222 



Notes 


complete the picture, has been seldom adopted in 
the imitations of this beautiful pntm. Rons.ml 
is exceptionally minute , and Politianu*' in his 
charming poitiait of* a gfil,' lull of tuU and 
exquisite dhtion, lias lifted the sell rat lie t too 
much. The “quisto tht* tu m* intcndi ' should 
bealwa/sjtft to fancy. 0 

ODK XVII 

Dit iiadu \tlio \sis]us to .u quite an .uimate 
idea of the judgment oi tin anoints in hiiuty, 
will he indulged hy consulting fumu->s Jh Pulura 
Vctcrum, 111). 3. iap. 9. when I t will find a uiy 
tuiious sell it ion of dtsi upturns and epithets ot 
peisonal pufactions. Junius cnmp.uts this odi 
with a dtscnption of Jhtodoin. king of the 
Goths, in the stiond epistle, fust book, of 
Sulonius Apollinai is 0 

Z,tt hit halt , /// ma sts bti^ht* 

Fall hie ^flnaUng t /y rf Ir^ht, < tf ] Hi IlCrt* 
dtscubes tlu sunny ban , tin “fluaioma, whidi 
the aniitnts so murh admiitd I lie Romtyis 
gave thi coloui aitifnidly to rlun lim (see 
StanUl Kobitn/yek. </ 1 u\ t P » m tnwj 

I. it no '■*.)!*;///, -(;'// ati/ul tium . if< ] 11 the 

original hut, wliuh is paituulaily Ik an t Hul, tan 
admit of any additional value, that value is ton-* 
felted by Gray’s dd gin at ion of it (slc his letters 
to West).* 
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Some annotators have quoted on this passage 
the description of PhotiVs hair in Apuleius; but 
nothing c«yi be more distant from the simplicity 
of our poet's manner than that affectation of 
richness which distinguishes the style of Apuleius. 

B.it jiush'd ^vith manhood's early glow. 

And guiltiest as the dews of dawn, etc.] YWrentiUS, 
upon the words •* insignem tenui frontc,” in 
Horace, od. 33, lib. i., is of opinion, incorrectly 
1 think, that “ tenui” here bears the same 
meaning as the word airaXov* 

Mix in his tt/cs tin power alike, 

With love to win, with awe to strike, etc.] Tasso 
gives a similar character to the eyes of Clorinda— 

Lampeggiar gli ocelli, e folgorar gli sguardi 
Dolci ne l'ira. 

Her eyes were flashing with a heavenly heat, 

A Are that, even in anger, still was sweet. 

The poetess Veronica Cambara is more diffuse 
upon this variety of expression — 

■ Occhi lucenti e belli, 

Come esser puo ch' in un medesmo istante 
Nascan de voi si nuove forme et tante ? 

Lieti, mesti, superbi, humil*, altieri, 

Vi mostrate in un punto, onde di speme, 

Et di timor, de empiete, etc. etc. 

Oh ! tell me, brightly beaming eye, 

Whence in your little orbit lie 
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So many different traits of fire, 

Expressing each a new desire. 

Now with pride orjscortk you darkle, 

Now with love, with gl^lness, sparkle, 
While we who view the varying mirror, 

Feel by turns both hope and terftr. • 

Chevreau* citing the lines of our poet in his 
critique on the poems of Malherbe, produces a Latin 
version of them from a manuscript which lie lud 
seen,entitled •■Joan. Falconis Anacreotitici l.usus." 

Th.it Eloquaue would d,iim h< i own ; ] In the 
original, as in the piccediitg ode, Pitho, the 
goddess ol persuasion, or eloquence. It was 
worthy of the delicate imagination of the (flecks 
to deify Persuasion, and give her the lips lbr her 
throne. Wc aie here reminded of a very inter¬ 
esting fragment of Anaucon,# piesei ved by the 
scholiast upon Pindar, and supposed to belong to 
a poem reflecting with some severity on Simonides, 
who yas the»first, we are told, that ever made a 
hireling of his muse — 

OoS’ apyvpcrf 7 tot’ eXappt IIado/. 

Nor yet had fair Persuasion shone 
In silver splendours, not her own. 

And let tin lips . though silent , wear 

A hfi - look , as if words wire thcr \ J In the 
original, \a\wp crioTrr). The mistress of Petrarch 
** parla con ^ilcnzio,*' which is perhaps the best 
method of female eloquence. 
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Givt him t/u winged Hirwa' handy etc.] In 
Shakspeate's “Cymbeline" there is a similar 
method of dcsciiption— 

. . .^this is his hand, 

His foot mercuiial, his martial thigh, 

* The brawns of Het cules. 

We find it likewise in “Hamlet." Longepierrc 
thinks that the hands of Meicui) ate selected by 
Anacicou on account of the aceful gestures 
which weie supposed to chaiacteiise the god ol_ 
eloquence; but Mcitui) was also the patron of 
thicscs, and may pci haps be piaiscd as a light- 
hngiicd deit). 

. . . But huh!—jut bull - 

I ste tht r un god « portrait tfuri ;] 'I lie abrupt 
turn heie is spiiited, but lequiits some explana¬ 
tion. While the aitist is pursuing the portrait of 
lkith)Hus, Anaiuon, we must suppose, turns 
round and sees a pic tut e of Apoljo. which was 
intended foi an altai at Samos. He then instantly 
w tells the paintei to cease his woik; that this 
pictute will seise foi Bathyllus , and that, when 
he goes to Samos, he may make an Apollo of the 
portrait of the boy which he had begun. 

“ Bathyllus (says Madame Daeier) could not be 
more elegantly praised, and this one passage does 
him more honour than the statue, however 
beautiful it might be, which Polyciates raised to 
him/’ 
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ODE XVIII 

All elegant tianslation of this ode, hays Degen, 
may be found in Rai^lcr's, Lyr. liiumtnLse, lib. 
v. p. 403. 

Bring me wine in brimming tints* etc.] Ol‘ig. TTL€tV 
afJLvart. Tjie amystis was a method of drinking 
used among the Thracian*. Thus Horace, 
Tkreiiia vim. at amystide ; JWad. Dacicr, Longe- 
pierre, etc. etc. 

Parrhasius in his tvventv-sixtli epistle ( Thnaut .. 
Critic . vol. i.J explains the amystis as a draught 
to be exhausted without drawing breath, “ mm 
haustu.*’ A note in the margin of this epistle of 
Parrhasius says, »*Politianus vestem esse putahat," 
but adds 110 reference. 

Give nn all t/iou- humid Jlmcri 1 , etc.] According 
to the original reuling of this 4 inc, the poet says, 
‘•Give me the flower of wine"—Date flo.se u I os 
Lyxi, as it is in the version of Elias Andreas; 

and , • 

Deh porgetimi del fiore 

Di quel almo e buon liquorc, 
as Regnier has it, who supports the reading. 
The word AvOos would undoubtedly bear* this 
application, which is somewhat similar to its 
import in the epigram of Simonides upon Sopho¬ 
cles— 

EtrpttrOrjt 7 cpaie ^ffpoKXcts, avOos aotdcjv % 
and fins in tftie Latin is frequently applied in the 
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same manner; thus Cethegus is called by Ennius, 
“ Flos inlibatus populi, suadxque medulla** (The 
iiqmaculate flower* of the people, and the very 
marrow of persitysion) (see these verses cited 
by Aulus Gellius, lib. xii., which Cicero praised 
and Senecd thought ridiculous). 

But in the passage before us, if we admit 
ckcu'uh', according to Faber’s conjecture, the sense 
is sufficiently clear, without having recourse to 
such tcflneinents. 

F.'iu t if thuy rose 1 Wnir 

Shnls its teitrs, uni/ withm t/u it .] There are some 
beautiful lines, by Angeriauus, upon a garland, 
which 1 cannot resist quoting here— 

Ante fores madida: sic sic pcndetc corolla;, 

Mane orto iinponet Ca:lia vos capiti; 

At quum per niveam cervicem influxerit humor, 
Dicite, non roris sed pluvia hax lacrimx. 

By Celia's arbour all the night 

Hang, humid wreath, the lover's vow'; 

And haply, at the morning light, 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 

Then, if upon her bosom bright 
Some drops of dew shall fall from thee, 

Tell her, they are not drops of night, 
tiut tears of sorrow shed by me! 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan's, “ Uncouth is 
this Moss-covered Grotto of Stone,*’ there is an 
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idea very singularly coincident with this of 
Angerianus— 

And thou, stony grot, innhyatch may'st preserve 
Some lingering drop*, of the fight-fallen dew ; 
Let them fall on her bosom of snow, and they'll 
serve # • 

As tears of my smiow entrusted to you. 

But to you, my iumin^ h-\;>! . etc. J 'A'lu* tiansitiou 
litre is peculiarl)*delicatc ami impassioned ; hut 
• lie comnicnt.itoi s (wise peiplexed the .sentiment 
by a variety of leadings ami conjectincs. 


ODE XIX 

The description of this bower is so natural and 
animated that we almost feel a <!egree of coolness 
and freshness sshiie we peruse it. Longcpierre 
has quoted from the hrst bonk of the Authologia 
the following epigram as somewhat lesemlding 
this od?— 

EpX r0 Kat Kar ’ tfru ttitvp, a to fjLf\i\pop 
JIpos na\a.Kovs t]X €l hcKXtfxtva j'e0i'poes. 

Hvtdc ncu Kpoupifffia fieXicrayes, tvPa /u.tXi<rS wf 
'Uovp (pTfjxaiois vttvov ayu KaXajuois. 

Come, sit by the shadowy pine 
That covers my sylvan retreat ; 

- And see how the branches incline 
The Breathing of zephyr to meet. 
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See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 
Aiound me a glittering spray: 

- By i(s brink, tis the! traveller muses, 

1 soothe h£n to sleep with my lay. 

ffti r i hn gi'iitlt With!, eti.J The Vatican 
MS. reads fla 0 v\\ov t whuli icndciv-the whole 
poem metaphoiical Some commentator suggests 
the leading oi (iathWov, which make- a pun 
upon tlx* name; a gia<e that 1*J ito him-tW has 
comic st t udid to in willing oi his hoy \irrrjp 
(see the epigiam of this philosophei, which 1 
quote on the twenty-second ode). 

Thete is anothei epigram by this philosopher, 
puserml in Laeitius, which tutns upon the same 
w old. 

A<rn;/) wpiv fitv Aaicirfs evt (wouriv iuot* 

Svv fit Oavtav \afATTcis tairepo y tv rftflifievois. 

In life thou weit my morning star. 

Hut now that death lias stol'n thy light, 

Alas ! thou shinest dim and far. * 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night. 

In the Vaults nhut]jn t, under the head of 
“ Ajlusiones,*’ we find a number of such fiigid 
conceits upon names, selected from the poets of 
the Middle Ages. 

IVhQ) mygtt /, n'mtUpass // by? 

Surely mtther you nor /.J The finish given to 
the picture by this simple exclamation ret av ovv 
bpuv vapc\ 0 oi is inimitable. Yet a French 
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translator nays on the parage, “This conclusion 
appeared tome too tiifliug aftei such a descrip¬ 
tion, and I thought ptojm to add somewhat to 
the stiength of the 01 iginal. " * 


ODE XX 


I he poet appeals, m this “lauful alltgoiy, to 
de^cnhe the soituung inflmiiii. whuli poitiy holds 
over the mind in, miking it pi < nil ill) iiisiiptihlc 
to the imptissioiiN ot I)- mt) In tlu lollowing 
epigram, liowou. h) thi philosopher Plato 
( Dtog, Linrt. lib, 3I, tlu Musti aii upusenti.il as 
disavowing the influent^' id Lou. 


’A Kenyuy Moiwaun, hopaaia, rav A<j>podirav 
Ttp&T, rj rov llpcora iuu.iv <tfioir\i(roum. 

Ai Moivrai iron Kvirpiv, \/ifi ra (ttjui \a Taira* 
'I1ju.iv ov irfrarai rot to to nfuSaptov. 


* c Yield to my ge nth powi i, l\u n issian maids ” ; 

Thus tp the Muses spoke tin Qmeii ol Chaims— 
••Or &ove shall flutter thiough jout classic shades. 
And make your gtovt the camp ol Paphiau 
arms! *' 


■‘No,'* said the viigiiis of the tuneiul bowel, # 

We scoin thine own and all thy uu hill's art ; 
Though Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
His shaft is pointless o'ci a Muse's heart! " 


There is a sonnet hy Beneddo Guidi, the thought 
bf which wrf suggested hy this ode. 
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Sehcrzava denfro all* nurcc chiome Amore 
Dell' alma donna della vita mia: 

E tanta era il placer ch* ei ne sentia. 

«C?he non sapea, ne vofea uscirne fore. 

» 

Quando ccco ivi annodar si sente il core, 
eSi, chc ffer forza ancor convien die stia: 
Tai lucci alt a beltate ordiri avia 1 
Del erespo eiin, per farsi etemo otiore. 

Onde off re infill dal ciel dcgiia ipeieede, 

A < lit scioglic il figliuol la bclla dea 
Da ranti nodi, in <h* ella stietto il vcdc. 
Ma ei \into a due ocelli 1 ' arme cede : 

Er t* atfutichi indarno, Citerea ; 

Che s' altri *1 scioglic. egli a legar si riede. 

Love, wandering through the golden maze 
Of my beloved's hair. 

Found, at each step, such sweet delays. 

That rapt he linger'd there. 

And how, indeed, was Love to fly.* 

Or how his freedom find. 

When every i inglet was a tie, 

A chain, hy Beauty twin'd ? 

In Vain to seek her hoy's release. 

Comes Venus from above : 

Fond mother, let thy efforts cease, 

Love's now the slave of Love. 

And. should we loose hi*golden chain, 

The prisoner would return again ! f 
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HU mother eomrSf ivith many a toy, 

To ransom her belwul etr. ] In the first idyl 

of Moscluis Venus thus proclaims the reward for 

• 1 0 

her fugitive child— • 

‘O juaprra? 7</>as 

Murftor roi, to i/uXa/m to Ki’Jry« 5 i>v‘ rp o\ aya$ r/s 

vip * 

Oi/ yvp.vov to *fn\a/ja t re o’, to i,tpr, kcu n\*ov cicm. 

On him who (he haunts of my t’upid can .show, 

A kiss of the temleiest stamp I’ll bestow; 

But he who can bring hack the tin bin in chains, 
.Shall receive even something more sweet foi his 
pains. 

Subjoined to this ode we find in the Vatican 
MS. the following lines, which appear to me to 
boast as little sense as metre, anil which are most 
probably the interpolation of tl»o transcriber-- 

nSiyir\tyt ApaKpnop 
HSv/JtAijs Sf irrfxjj 
iTieSa ftiKov to 6f fxoi tx(\ os 
2Zvyhtpaaa* ns f7X <0t 
Ta rpia rarra fj.01 < 5 osn 
Kat Atoei aos u<rfAtiuv 
Kai IIck/xtj irapaxpoos 
Kai acros Epias Kao eirieir. 

ODE XXI 

Those critics who have endeavoured to throw 
the chains 6f precision over the spirit of this 
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beautiful trifle, require too much from Anacreontic 
philosophy. Among others. Gail very sapiently 
thinks that the poet # uses # the epithet fic\aiuri t 
because black earth absorbs moisture more quickly 
than any other; ami*accordingly he indulges us 
witl^an experimental dUquisition on the subject 
(see Gail's notes). * 

One of the Capilupi has imitated this ode in an 
epitaph on a drunkard— 


Dum vixi sine fine bibi. .sie imbrffer arcus 
Sic tellus pluvias sole perusta bibit. 

Sie bibit assidue fontes et tlumina Pontus, 

Sic semper sitiens Sol maris haurit aquas. 

£le te igitur jactes plus me, Silene. bihisse; 

Et mihi da victus tu quoque, Bacche, manus. 

(Hippolytus Capilupus.) 


While life w^s mine, the little hour 
In drinking still unvaried flew: 

I drank as earth imhihcs the shower, 
Or as the rainbow drinks the € dew ; 
As ocean quaffs the rivers up, 

Or flushing sun inhales the seat 
Silenus trembled at my cup. 

And Bacchus was outdone by me! 


1 cannot omit citing those remarkable lines of 
Shakspeare, where the thoughts of the ode before 
us are preserved with such striking similitude— 

I ll example*you with thievery. 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
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Robs the vast sea. The moon's un arrant thief, 
Anti her pale fne slu* snatches 1 mm the sun. 

The sea ’a a thief, whose; liquid surge resolves 
The mouiuls into salt tears. ^The earth's a thief. 
That feeds, tnd breeds by a < (imposture stol'n 
From general cun mi nts. • m 

(I>mun /f j\th tn . act iv, si 3.) 


Ol)i: XXII 

. , . *1 ’iittf'm,* malt m\ fnn , J Niohe. — Ogilvie 
in his essay on tlu ** L) tic Poetry of the Ancients," 
in remarking upon the Ode*, of Aiku reon, s.tj s ■ 
“In some of his pirns their in cxuhrianrr and 
even wildness of imagination; in that particularly 
which is addressed to a young girl, where lie 
wishes alter nntely to he transformed to a minor, 
a coat, a stream, a bracelet, and a part ol shoes, 
for the different purpose, which Ik recites: that 
is mere spoy ami wattfotincss." 

It is the wantonness, however, of a very 
graceful Muse; ‘‘ ludit amahiliter." The comple¬ 
ment of this ode is c xquisitely delicate, aitd so 
singular for tire period in which Anacreon lived, 
when the scale of love had not yet been graduated 
into all its little progressive refinements, that if 
we were inclined to question the authenticity of 
the poem, we should find a much more plausible 
, argument in the features of modern gallantry 
v! ich it oeart», than in any of those fastidious 
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conjecture's upon which some commentators have 
presumed so far. Degcn thinks it spurious, 
and Dc Pauw pronounces # it to he miserable. 
LongPpierre and Barnes refer us to several imita¬ 
tions of this ode, frofn which I shall only select 

the following epigram of Dionysius— 

, • ^ l 

IaO ave/JLos ycvoft.rjv f <rv oc yt (rrctxovaa vap a eyas, 

~Ty0t a yvfiviiMFats, nai fit irvtovra Xa/ftus. 

JSitfe poSov ytvofnjv i>Tronop<f>vpoi\ o<ppa fi c x*P aLV 

\pap.€VT)* KO/JLlffCUS (JTtfftffl x^tots. 

13t0C KpLVOV \<l 'koxpoov, ocftpa fit X € P& LV 

Apa/jLcvTjn fiaWoir <rrjs XP 0TI V* xoptcnjs. 

1 wish I could like zephyr steal 
To wanton o’er thy mazy vest; 

And thou wouldst ope thy bosom-veil, 

And take me panting to thy breast ! 

1 wish 1 might a rdsc-hud grow. 

And thou wouldst cull me from the bower. 

To place me on that breast of snow, 

Where 1 should bloom, a wintry flower. 

J wish I were the lily’s Uaf, 

To fade upon that bosom warm. 

Content to wither, pale and brief, 

Tfie trophy of thy fairer form ! 

I may add that Plato has expressed as fanciful 
a wish in a distich preserved by Laertius— 

AoTfpat etcraOpus, A<r Trip fjtft>s. ei 0 € yevoi/irfy 
O vpavos, u>s iroWois ofifiamv as <rc ffkeiru. 
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To STKf.LA 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sky ? 

Oh ! that I were thatypangled sphere, 

And every star should he an eye, 

To wonder on thy beauties lwre! » 

Apuleius quotes this epigram of the divine 
philosopher to justify himself for hi* ver.se* on 
Critias and Charimis (see his Apology, where 
he also adduces the example of Anacreon : 
“Feeere tamen et alii t.ilia, et si \os ignoratis, 
apud (Jraeos Teius quidam,'' ete. ur.;. 

Or , better still , the zone, that Ins 

Close tv thy bt east , and Jt cl\ its ojj-Ai.] This raLPirf 
was a riband, or band, called by the Romans fania 
and strophtum , which the w # omi'ii wore lor the 
purpose of restr lining’the exuberance of the bosom 
{vide Polluc. Onomast.). Thus Martial-— 

fascia Vresccntcs domino: compe-.ee papillas. 

The women of Greece not only woie this zone, 
but condemned themselves to fasting, and malic 
use of certain drugs and powder* lor the same 
purpose. To these expedients they wert? com¬ 
pelled, in consequence of their inelegant fashion 
of compressing the waist into a very narrow 
compass, which necessarily caused an excessive*, 
tumidity in the • bosom (see Diobcorides, 
lib. v.). 
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Nay, sandals fas those airy feet — 

Rvn to be trod by them tun snvtet /] The sophist 
Philostiatus.in one of hislove-letteis.has bon owed 
tliiif thought : us a<5c rot nodes, us kclWos eXevdepos, 
us Tpiaevdaifiusv e*>w hoi /u.a\apios eav irar^orre fxc. — 
•* <Jh lo\tly*fett! oh excellent beauty ! oh ! thrice 
happy and blessed should 1 be, if )oA would but 
tiead on me! ' In bhaksptaie. Romeo desire* to 
be a glo\e- 

Oh ! that I win a gIo\e upon that hand, 
Tha* I might kiss that eluek ! 

And, in Ins Passionate Pilgnm, we meet with an 
idea somewhat like that oi the thirteenth 
lint - 

He, sp)ing hei, bounc'd in, wlune as ht stood, 

“ O Iom ! quoth she, "why was not I a flood?” 

In But ton’s Mmttuwy of Afilti/uht ly, that 
whimsical ianago of ** all suih reading as was 
nesei it ad," we find a tianslation of this ode 
made befoie 1631. — *• Englished *0) M*. B. 

Holiday in his Tuhnog act i. sc. 7." 

* ODE XXIII 

Accoiding to the outer in which the odes are 
usually placed, this ( 0 e\w \tyuv Arpaoas) forms 
the first of the sei ies: and is thought to be 
pet uliarly designed as an introduction to the rest. 
It, however, chuiacterhes the genius the Teian 
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but very inadequately, as wine, the burden of his 
lays, is not even mentioned in if— 

. , . cum multo Yciicrt'm confunderc mero 

£ 

Precepit Lyrici Teia Mus^.senis (Ovid). 

The twenty-sixth Ode, ntv \cyci s ra 
might, wi|h just as much propriety? be placed at 
the head of his songs. 

We find the sentiments of the ode before us 
expressed by Bion with much simplicity in his 
fourth idyl. The above translation is perhaps 
too paraphrastical; hut the ode has been so 
frequently translated, tliar I iould nor otherwise 
avoid triteness and repetition. 

In all the gioiv rf Jti <, 

To Hercules 1 7 vakt the h/r< / J Madame Dacier 
generally translates \vprj into a lute, which 1 
believe is inaccurate. 44 D'etpliquer la lyre drs 
anciens (says M. Sorely par un luth, rest ignorer 
la difference qu'il y a entre res deux instrumens 
de UJUsiqu^'' ( liihhotheque Fran^ oia ). 

Hut still its fainting sighs refrain 

44 The tale of love atone it sivcet / '] 1 he Word 

avTttpwvet in the original may imply that kind of 
musical' dialogue practised by the ancients, in 
which the lyre was made to respond to the ques¬ 
tions proposed by the singer. This was a method 
which Sappho used, as we are told by Hermo- 
genes; “oral/ rrfv \fpav eparra i.’a7r0a;, kcu otclv 
ainj airoicflirriTat ” (Hep* lScwv, to//., devr 
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ODE XXIV 


Henry Stephen hifs imitated the idea of this ode 
in the following liries of one of his poems— 

Provida dat^-cunctis Natura animantibus arms, 

Et .Mia fucmineum possidet arma gefius, 
Ungulaque ut defendit equum, atque lit cornua 
taurum. 

Armuta esr forma ftcmina pulchra siu. 


And the .same thought occurs in those lines 
spoken liy Corisca in Pastor Ft Jo — 

Cosi noi la hellezza 

Cir i* vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del leone, 

E l’ingcgno de 1 * huomo. 

The lion boasts his savage powers, 

And lordly man his strength of mind; 

But beauty's charm is solely ours. 

Peculiar boon, by Heav’n assign'd. 

• ‘*An elegant explication of the beauties of this 
ode (says Degen) may be found in Grimm's An den 
Anmtrl iiber cinigc Oden Jcs Atutb\" 


To man she gave in that proud hour , 

The boon of intellectual power. ] In my first attempt 
to translate this ode I had interpreted <ppovn}n a, 
with Baxter and Barnes, as implying^ courage and 
military virtue; but I do not think that the 
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gallantry of the idea suffers hy the import which 
I have now given to it. For, why need we con¬ 
sider this possession of wisdom as exclusive ? and 
in truth, as the design of Anacreon is to estinrflite 
the treasure of beauty, above*all the rest which 
Nature has distributed, it is perhaps cjpn relining 
upon the dcRcacy of the compliment, to prefer flic 
radiance oi female charms to the cold illumination 
>f wisdom and prudence; and to think that 
women's eyes arc 

. . . the books, the atademies. 

From whence doth spring the true Ptomethean lire. 

She gaVi t/i.r bmi/tj/ -mightn't far 
Than all the pump ami power of war. ] Thus 
Achilles Tatius : jcaWof o^ivcpov TtrpwffKti /?t\oef f 
#rai dta tuv o<pOa\fj.ujv ctf ttjv harappu. 

O 00 a\/uof yap o 5 os epummp Tpcy/cem. “ Beauty 
wounds more swiMy than the arrow, ami passes 
through the eye to the very soul; foi the eye is 
the inlet to t(^e wounds of love.” 

Be thou but fair , mankind a Jute thee , 

Smile, and a world is weak b, fore thee / ] I«onge- 1 
pierre’s remark here is ingenious: ••The Romans,’’ 
says he, “were so convinced of the power*of 
beauty that they used a word implying strength 
in the place of the epithet beautiful. Thus 
Plautus, act 2 . sc. 2, Bacchic!— 

“ Sed Bacchis etfcm fortis tihi visa. 

4 Fortis, id es* formosa,' say Servius and Nonius.” 
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ode xxv 

We have here another ode addressed to the 
swallow. Alberti has imitated both in one poem 
beginning— 

Perch* io pianga al tuo canto, 
Rxndinella importun, etc. 

Alas ! unlike the smarm of loves. 

That brood ivithin this hapless breast. 

And never, never change their nest / J Thus Love 
is represented as a bird, in an epigram cited by 
Longepicrre from the Anthologia— 

Atct fJLOL dvvet fJL€V €V OUdfflU T)X°$ CpWTOt, 

Oiajjlcl 5c <rtya irodois to banpv <pepu, 

Oe5* 77 ov tpeyyos tKOt/Juaev, a\V wro spiKrptav 
II 5c TTOV KpadlTf 7 PWOTOS €V€<TTl TWO S. 

fl mavoi , firj acu ttot' etpurraffOai jicv epurci 
(hoarairoTTTrjvai 5* ovO' ocov urxt'rrr. 

'Tis Love that murmurs in my breast. 

And makes me shed the secret tear; 

Nor day nor night my soul hath r„st. 

For night and day his voice i hear. 

^ . A wound within my heart I find. 

And oh! ’tis plain where Love has been ; 

For still he leaves a wound behind. 

Such aS|Within my heart is seen. 

Oh, bird of Love! with song so dear, 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 

But let the wing which brought thee here, 

In pity waft thee hence again ! 
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- ODE XXVI 

; 

“The German poet Uz ha#imitated this odf*; 
compare also Weisse, Sthrtz. Airiler, lih. iii., der 
Soldat M ; Gail, Degen. 

No—'tivas from eyes uf liquid blue 

A host of quiver'd Cupids jin ; ] Longepierre has 
quoted part of an epigram from the seventh hook 
of the Anthologia, which ha-* a fancy something 
• like this. 

On fie \r\T)tfas % 

To£ora, Zi;vo0t\ay o/i/uLacn KpvwTotievoi. 

Archer Love ! though slily creeping, 

Well 1 know where thou dost lie; 

1 saw thee through the curtain peeping, 

That fringe'* //enophelia’s eye. 

The poets abound with conceit** on the archery 
of the eyes, hut ftw have turned the thought ho 
natural^' as A® aercon. Ronsard gives to the eyes 
of his mistress *» un petit camp d’amours." 


ODE XXVll 

This ode forms a part of the preceding in the 
Vatican MS., hut I have conformed to the editions 
in translating them .separately. “ Compare with 
this (says Degen) the pBem of Ramler, t Wahr- 
zeicher der Lufce’ in Lyr. Blumenlese , lib. iv. p. 313.“ 
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But in the /over's jf loving eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies ‘ • We cannot dec into 
the heart," says A}adaiqe Dacier. But the lover 
answers- f 

II cor ne gli occhi et ne la fronte ho scritto. 

4 0 ( . 

M. La Fosse lias given the following lines, as 

enlarging on tile thought of Anacreon-- 

Lorsque je vois un amaut, 

II cache en vain son tourment. 

A le trahir tout conspire, 

Sa langucur, son embarras, 

Tout ce <|u‘xl pent faire ou dire, 

Meme ce qu'il ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 
The flame that in his bosom lies; 

His checks* confusion tells the tale, 

We read it in his languid eyes: 

And while his words the heart betray. 

Hi s silence speaks ev’n more'than tkey. 


ODE XXVIII 

l*his ode is referred to by La Mothe ie Vayer, 
who, I believe, was the author of that curious 
little work, called Htxameron Rustique . He 
makes use of this, as well as the thirty-fifth, in 
his ingenious but indelicaft* explanation of Homer'6 
Cave of the Nymphs ( [Jour/iee Quatriime). 
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IVhiU hove, at hand, to JtnisH all, 

Tipp'd every arrow's point with gall ,*] Til Ua 
C laudian— 

Labuntur gemini fontes, hictlulcis, amarun 
Alter, et infusis corrumpit mella veijenis, 

Unde Cupfdineas armavit fama sagittas. 

In Cyprus' isle two tippling fountains fall, 

And one with honey flows, and one with gall ; 
In these, if we may take the tale from fame, 
The son of Venus dips his darts of flame. 

See Alciatus, emldem 91, on the close connection 
which subsists between sweets and bitterness. 
“ Apes ideo piingunt (say* l’ctionius), quia ubi 
dulce, ihi et acidum invenies." 

The allegorical description of Cupid's employ¬ 
ment, in Horace, may vie with <his before us in 
fancy, though not in delicacy — 

. . . ferns et Cupidu 
• Semper ardente* acitens sagittas 
Cote crilenra. 

And Cupid, shatpeniug all his fiery darts, 

Upon a whetstone stain'd with blood # of 
hearts. 

Secundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat 
softened the image by the omission of the epithet 
“pruenta"— • 

Fallor an arde'ntes acuebat cote sagittas ? (cleg. 1). 
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ODE XXIX 

C'*tj— /ovi/ifr is a ptunfu 1 lhtil\ 

A tut not to lovt molt painful still, etc.] The follow¬ 
ing Anacreontic, addressed h) Menage to Daniel 
Huet, enlorces with much grace ttte “necessity 
of loving ■*— 

Hrpi roi oitv 0tXr}tr<u. 

IIpos Ifcrpov AtmrjXa Tittov. 

Me 7 a Oai/ia tup oloiSuv, 

Xa/urwv 0a\os, 'Tern, 

'biXtuijicv, u> iratpe. 

*1' i\€ij<rav oi aotfHffTat* 

*I>tXei/<re <r€fxvot avrjp^ 

To tckvov rou ~w<ppovt<rKQv, 

—o0i^s irarr/p airacnis. 

Ti S' avev yevotr' Eptoros ; 

A KOVTJ flfV €<TTl 01'X 1 ? 5 * 1 

Hrepi^eoffu/ cts OXeyuiroiv 
KaTctkuuevoi $ avatptt. 

Bpadeas TfTyiyp.€v<n<n 
IVW<rt €tayetptt. 

Ilf/pi Xa/xirados tftaeivuj 
Puirapwrepoes kadcuptt. 

<Pt\ewjLtcv ow f 'Terre, 

1 This line is bomwctl from an epigram b> Mpheus of 
Mitylene which Menage, I ink, says somewhere he was 
himself the first to produce to the woild— 

trvtv llfiM; axovr. 
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<i> croup*. 

AdlKWS 5c \oi5opovifTi 

AVlOl'S tpUTftf 7)PW 

Kokov tv^opai to fovvov, 

'Iva fitj Xivaur* tkavos 
l f I > t\tfo» Tt kcu tfn\na0ai. • 
Thou! oi tuniiul hauls tin* fitst, 
Thou! h) all the (ri.ui's nurst; 
Friend! each otliei hie lid above. 
Come with me, and leant to love. 
Loving is a simple loie, 

Gtaver men have It. ant'd be lore ; 
Nay, the boast of iaimu age-*, 
Wisest of the \\ nest '*agcs > 
Sophrouiscus* pnulcnt am, 

Was by love’s illusion won. 

Oh! how heavy love would move, 
If we knew not how to love ! 
Low's a whetstone to the mind : 

'I hiy. *tis pointed, thus u lined 
When the soul dtp* ted lies, 

Love ian wait it to the skies. 
When in languoi sliep-* the he ail, 
Love cjti wake it with his dait; 
When the mind is dull and dark. 
Love can light it with hit spatk ! 
Come, oh ! come then, let us haste 

All the bliss of love to taste : 

• 

Let us love both night and day, 
Let lb love our lives away 1 
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* 

And when hearts, from loving free, 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 
Frown upon our gentle fiame, 

And the sweft delusion blame; 

Thin shall be my only curse, 

(Coufd I, could I wish them worse?) 
May thef ne'er the rapture prove, 
Of the smile from lips we love ! 


ODE XXX 

Barnes imagines from this allegory that our 
poet married very late in life. But 1 see nothing 
in the ode which alludes to matrimony, except it 
he the lead upon the feet of Cupid; and I agree 
in the opinion of Madame Dacier, in her life of 
the poet, that he \yas always too fond of pleasure 
to marry. 


ODE XXXI 

The design of this little fiction is to intimate 
‘that much greater pain attends insensibility than 
ran ever result from the tenderest impressions of 
love* Longepierre has quoted an ancient epigram 
which bears some similitude to this ode— 

Lecto compositus, vix prima silentia noctis 
Carpebam, et somno lumina victa da bam; 

Cum me sxvus Amor prensum, sursumque capillis 
Excitat, et hcerum pervigilare jubet. 
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Tu famulus meus, inquit, amcs cum milk; puellas, 
Solus lo, solus, dure jaccre potes ? 

Exilio et pedibus nudi*. tunscaque soluta, 

Omne iter impedio, nullunp itor expedio. 

Nunc propero, nunc ire piget; rursumquc rod ire 
Pacnitety et pudor cst stare via mAlia. 

Ecce tacent voces hominum. strepitusque ferarum, 
Et volticrum eantu>, turbaqur fida canitm. 

Solus ego ex cunetis paveo snnrmiimquc tnrumque, 
Et sequor imperium, save Cupido, tuuni. 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profound. 

My languid eyes in magic slumber bound, 

When Cupid came and snatch'd me from my bed. 
And forc’d me many a weary way to tread. 

14 What! (said the god) shall you, whose vows are 
known, 

Who love so many nymphs, tWus sleep alone ? ” 

I rise and follow : all the night I stray, 
Unshelter'd, trembling, doubtful of my way; 
Traqjng wkh naked foot the painful track, 

Loth to proceed, yet fcailul to go hark. 

Yes, at that hour, when Nature seems interr'd, 
Nor warbling birds, nor lowing Hocks are heard, 
I, 1 alone, a fugitive from rest, • 

Passion my guide, and madness in my breast, 
Wander the world around, unknowing where, 
The slave of love, the victim of despair! 

Till my Lroiv dropp'd ivith chilli/ Jciv .] 1 have 

followed tffose who read rei/M v U>pm for irtifjtv 
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vSpos ; tlie former is partly authorised by the MS. 
which reads iceipcv 15pus. 

Agd now my soul , exhausted, dying , 

To my lip was faintlj flyings etc.] In the original^ 
he bays his heart flew to his nose ; hut our manner 
mod* naturafly transfers it to the lipft. Such is 
the effect that Plato tells us he felt from a kiss, in 
a distich quoted by Aldus Gcllius— 

Tip* ijfvxyv» AyaOuva <pi\uv, tiri xcCKtaiv ecx ov » 
II Me yap i) T\i)fLttiv us dtapTjffopLfpii' 

Whene'er thy nectar'd kiss I sip. 

And drink thy breath, in trance divine, 

My soul then flutters to my lip, 

Ready to fly and mix with thine. 

Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this 
epigram, in which we find a number of those 
mignanlises of expression which mark the effeminu- 
tion of the Latin language. 

And fanning light his breezy pinion , • 0 

Rescued my soul fom death's dominion ;] ‘‘The 
facility with which Cupid recovers him, signifies 
that the sweets of love make us easily forget any 
solicitudes which he may occasion " (La Fosse). 

ODE XXXI1 

We here have the poet in his true attributes 
reclining upon myrtles, with Cupid for his cup¬ 
bearer. Some interpreters have ruined the picture 
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. by making 1 Epws the name of his slave. None 
but Love should fill the goblet of Anacreon. 
Sappho, in one of her fragments, has assigned 
this office to Venus. K.V e i Ki'irpt, x/nKrttaurtp 
cv Kv\tK<j<rw a ppots (n'lifxtfxiyfjuvov 6a\taun 
v€Krap (%vo\ov<ra tovtqhti tqi r r c/atxf yc 

kcu crois. 

Which may In* thus paraphrased— 

Hither, Venus. c|uccn of kisses, 

This shall he the night of blisses ; 

This the night, to friendship dear. 

Thou .shall- he our Hebe here. 

Fill the golden brimmer high, 

Let it .sparkle like thine eye; 

Bid the rosy current gusli. 

Let it mantle like thy blush. 

Ooddess, hast thou # e’er above 
Seen a feast so rich in love? 

Not a soul that is not mine! 

«Not a soul that is not thine! 

“Compare with this ode ('says the Herman 
commentator) the beautiful poem in RamlIVs 
Z>}/r. Blumenlese^ lib. iv. p. 296 ., ‘Amor aU 
Diener.’” • 

ODE XXXIII 

M. Bernard, the author of L'Art d'aimer y has 
written a ballet called “ Les Surprises de I'Amour,” 
in whiclPthe subject of the third entree is Ana- 
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crcon, and the story of this ode suggests one of 
the scenes (CEuvrcs de Bernard, Anac., sc. 4 ). 

The German annotator refers us here to an 
imitation by Uz, li^. Hi., “Amor und sein 
Brudcr'’; and a poem of Kleist, “ Die Heilung.” 
La Fontaine 4ias translated, or rathertimitated, 
this ode. 

“ And who art thou,’’ I waking cry, 

“ That hifPst my blissful visions fy Anacreon 
appears to have been a voluptuary even in 
dreaming, by the lively regret which he expresses 
at being disturbed from his visionary enjoyments 
(see the Odes x. and xxxvii.). 

'Tivas Love l the little wandering sprite, etc.] Set* 
the beautiful description of Cupid, by Moschus, 
in his first idyl. 

ODE XXXIV 

In a Latin ode addressed to the grasshopper, 
Rupin has preserved some of the thouglfis of *»ur 
author— 

9 O qua: virenti graminis in toro, 

Cicada, blande sidis, et herbidos 
Saltus oberras, otiosos 
Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 

Seu forte adultis floribus incubas, 

Cecil caducis ebria fletibus, etc. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature's vernal hand has sp/ead, 
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Reclincst soft, anti tunV thy song. 

The dewy herbs and leaves amonjj! 

Whether thou ly^st on # springing flowers, 
Drunk with the baImy f morning-showcf.s f 
Or, etc. 

See whftt Licetus .says about gra#hopperfc cap. 
93 and 185 . 

Ami 1 hit p thy mug tvith nuh a %le<\ etc.] ‘ 1 Sonic 
authors have aflinncd (says Madame I Meier) that 
it is only male giasshopper*. which sing, am! that 
the females arc silent ; ami on this circumstance 
is founded a bon - mot of Xenarchu*-. the comic 
poet, who says, etr' cunv oi nrnyc^ ovk tv5aifxovei t 
Cov rats yvvcui-ii' ov$' on ovv tpwrjt m; ‘arc not 
the grasshoppers happy in having dumb wives ? * ” 
'1’his note is originally Henry Stephen's; but I 
chose rather to make a lady giy authority for it. 

Thi' Muses lave thy sin illy tunc , etc.] Philc, Dr 
Animal. Proprictat.. calls this insect Mortrais 
thf darling of the Muses; and "Slovauttr 
opviVy the bird of the Muses ; and we find Plato 
compared for his eloquence to the grasshopper 
in the following punning lines of Timon, pre¬ 
served by Diogenes Laertius — • 

* 

TW vavrotv 5* ifyetro irXarwrarot, o\V ay oprjTTjt 
T€TTt£tv icroypa<f>os, oi 6 1 'FsKadijnov 
AcvSpci eipf^ofievoL oira Xtipiococav Ui<n . 

This last line is Sorrowed from Homer’s Iliad , 
y t where there occurs the very same simile. 
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Melodious insect, child of earth*] Longcpietre has 
quoted the two first lines of an epigram of 
Antipater from the first bogk of the Anthologia, 
whenfhe prefers the grasshopper to the swan— 

ApKCL TCTTiyas jjLtdvtrai dpoaos, aXXa iriopres 
+ Au8clv mvKvtoo ciai ytytavarrepot* % 

In dew, that drops from morning's wings, 
The gay Cicada sipping floats; 

And, drunk with dew, his matin sings 
Sweeter than any cygnet's notes. 

ODE XXXV 

Theocritus has imitated this beautiful ode in 
his nineteenth idyl; but is very inferior, 1 think, 
to his original, in delicacy of point and naivete of 
expression. Spenser in one of his smaller com¬ 
positions has sported more diffusely on the same 
subject. The poem to which l allude begins 
thus — 

Upon a day, as Dove lay sweetly slumbering 9 

All in his mother's lap: 

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murmuring, 

About him flew by hap; etc. etc. 

« 

In Almeloveen’s 'collection of epigrams there 
is one by Luxorius correspondent somewhat with 
the turn of Anacreon, where Love complains to 
his mother of being wounded />y a rose. 

The ode 4 before us is the very flower of simplicity. 
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The infantine 1 complainings of the little god, and 
the natural and impulsive icflittions which they 
draw from Venus, aft* Injuries of inimirahle 
grace. 1 may lit* pardoneJ^ pel haps, foi intro¬ 
ducing here another of Menage V Aiuneontics, not 
for its similitude to the niibjiLt^f thit # odc, 
but foi some faint Mates oi the same natural 
simplicity whuh it appeals to mi to lu\e pre- 
8ci \ eel— 

Epws ttot* fi' \o/ma is 
'low irapfitvuv awroe, 

Trfv fxoi *f>i\rjv K optvvav, 

'Us fidtv, us irpos a> rijv 
MfioarfipafJLf Tpa\rj\u 
Atdiuat rt \upas airruv 
‘PtVe pr, ftnr#/>, tint. 

Ka\oi/*fjof K uptvpa, 

Mly »//), #/».«<'I, 

*S2^ 7 rapthpat p»v ora a 
K’arroi 3« oi T\r^aivoir, 

'U\ oppaat r\atn)this 
Mpws tpi 0fua\fi. 

KyUf 0* oi irapaaras t 
Mtj dvo\tpaivf t imiiu. 

K rirpiif re hat Koptypay 
Stay vu<rat oih f^ovtrt 
Kai oi fiXtirovTts ofo. 


As dancing o'er the enamell’d plain, 
The fl^w'ret of the virgin train, 
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My soul's Corinna lightly play’d, 

Young Cupid saw the* graceful maid; 

He saw, and in a moment flew, 

<And round her neck his arms he threw; 
Saying, with smiles of infant joy, 

“ Oh ! Jyss me, mother, kiss thy Ijoy ! *' 
Unconscious of a mother's name, 

Tlu* modest virgin blush'd with shame! 

And angry Cupid, scarce believing 
That \ision could he so deceiving— 

Thus to mistake his Cyprian dame! 

It mad.* ev’n Cupid blush with shame. 

“ He not asham’d, my hoy,” I cried, 

For I was lingering by Ins side; 

“Corinna and thy lovely mother, 

Believe me, arc so like each other, 

That clearest eyes are oft betray'd. 

And take thy Venus for the maul.’’ 

Z.itto in his Cappruiod Pnuieri has given a 
translation of this ode ol Anacreon. 

ODE XXXVI 

Fot.tenelle has translated this ode in his 
dialogue between Anacreon and Aristotle in the 
shades, where, on weighing the merits of both 
these personages, he bestows the prize of wisdom 
upon the poet. 

“ The German imitators of this ode ace, Lessing, 
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m 

in hi* poem, ‘Gretern Brilder,' etc.: Gleim, in 
the ode, 4 An den Tod*; and Schmidt in Ihr Poet, 

Bitsmenl., Dotting, 1783, p. 7” (Degen). 

• • 

That htn Dtaljk < jme ttu/h thjdo’tvy pinion. 

To * v*ifi me to hu bleak dominion, etc.] The com¬ 
mentators •who are so fond of deputing •** de 
lanu caprina,” have been \eiy busy on the 
authority of the phrase lv' clv Oavnv fvi\fhj. The 
reading of tv* av Oaearor which De 

Medenharli pioposes in his Ainucnitatcs l.iteiatia:, 
was alicady hinted by la Fewe, who seldom 
suggests anything wottii notice. 

The goltlit rich, th< fjnji J <ffru nJs, 

Whose social touts thi gvbUt bh nJs ;] This com¬ 
munion of fjiemUhip, which sweetened tin* howl 
of Anacreon, has not been forgotten by the author 
of the following stholuim vfhere the blessing* 
of life are enumerated with proverbial simplicity. 
'Tyuum* fiev aptarov avSpt Ovr\ru, Atvrtpov Si, 
sa\ot <p\rrjv 7 ivtaOcu. To rptrou 6t, ir\ovrttu 
adoXws. Kac ro rtraprov <rvvtftav fitra ruiv 
<pi\wv. 

Of mortal blessings here the iirst is health, # 

And next those charms by which the eye we 
move*, 

The third is wealth, unwounding guiltless wealth, 
And then, sweet intercourse with thotc we 
■ove! ^ 


R 
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ODE XXXVII 

14 Compare with this ode the beautiful poem 
* Dcr Traum * of XJi '* (I)egen)„ 

Le Fc\rc in a note upon this ode enters into 
an elaborate and learned justification of drunken* 
ness ; and this is probably the cause of the severe 
reprehension which he appears to have suffered 
for his Anacreon. *• Fuit olim fateor (says he 
in a note upon Longinus), cum Kapphoncm 
amabam. Sed ex quo ilia me perditissima formina 
pene miscrum perdidit cum sceleratis'simo suo 
congcrrone (Anacrcontem dico. si ncscis, Lector), 
noli sperarc, etc. etc.” He adduces on this ode 
the authority of Plato, who allowed ebriety, at 
the Dionysian festivals, to men arrived at their 
fortieth year. He likewise quotes the following 
line from Alexis, which he says no one who is 
not totally ignorant of the world can hesitate to 
confess the truth of— 

Outlets 0t\o7ror7;y tarn* avOptoiros sasos. 

“ No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.'* 

Wh<n sudJai all mi/ tit ram g/Joi/** 

Blushing nymphs ami laughing hoj/f. 

All were gdhef] Nonnus says of Bacchus, 
almost in the same words that Anacreon uses— 

Eypofxtvos 8e 

IlapOtrov ovk enixyat, nvSis lavciv." 
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Waking, he lost the phantom’s charms, 

The nymph had faded from his arms; 

Again to slumber he essay'd, 

Again to clasp the**had&wy maid. 

* (Eongepicrre.) 

6 * Again % direct that scene restore. 

Oh! let me dream it o'er and «Vr Doctor 
Johnson in his preface to Shahprare animad¬ 
verting upon the commentators rtf rhut poet, who 
pretended, in every little coincidence of thought, 
to detect an imitation of some ancient poet, 
alludes in the following word** to the line of 
Anacreon before us:—“I have been told that 
when Caliban, after a pleasing dream, says, 4 1 
cried to sleep again,* tlie author imitates Anacreon, 
who had, like any other man, the same wish on 
the same occasion.” 


ODE XXXVIII 

( * Compare with this beautiful ode to Bacchus 
the verses of Hagcdorn, lib. v., 4 Das (JeselUeliafr- 
lichc*; and of Burger, p. 51 , etc. etc.” flteg&i). 

Him. that the snotty Queen of Charms , 

So oft has fondled in her arms.] Robertellus, upon 
the epithalamium of Qattillus, mentions an inge¬ 
nious derivation of Cytheraa, the name of Venus, 
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irapa r a Ktv&ar row eputras, which wemii to hint 
chat “ Love's fairy favours arc loaf, when not 
concealed.” 

Alai y alt «, in wuyj 10 dark t 

'Tis only iwinc can strike a spark / ] Khe brevity of 
life allows arguments for the \oIuptuary as well 
as the moralist. Among many parallel passages 
which Lnngepierie has adduced, I shall content 
myself with this epigram from the Anthologia— 

Aouaa^ti'ot, IIpoSuTj, irvkatruficBa, kcli tov aKparor 
'EXswjAf*', KvkiKai fAU{ovai apap.tyoi. 

'Vollos 6 x ai P ovru,v (<rTt fhot* ciVa ra \oitra 
Vtipas K<a\v<r€i t sat to tcXos Bavaros. 

Of which the following is a paraphrase— 

Let's fly, my love, from noonday's beam, 

To plunge us in yon tooling stream; 

Then, hastening to the festal bower, 

We'll pass in mirth the evening hour; 

Tis thus our age of bliss shall fly, 

As sweet, though passing as that sigh, 
Which seems to whisper o'er your lip, 

<» Come, while you may, of rapture sip." 

For age will steal the graceful form, 

Will chill the pulse, while throbbing wai m : 
And death—alas 1 that hearts which thrill 
Like yours 01 mine, should e'er be still ! 
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ODE xxxix 

Snariu may o'er his head befung, 

But hts &fyt~*—his htiift ts young.] jjplint Pavin 
makes the name distinction in a sonnet to a young 
gill¬ 
'll* sais hien qut* Us destinies 
Out mal tom pa ssie nos annccs ; 

Ne regal dea que mon umoui , 

Peut-etre en acre/ \ous Imue 
II est jcune et n’tst que du joui T 
Belle Iris, que je \ouh ai \u. 

Fair and young thou hloomest now. 

And I full many a yeai hate told , 

But read the heatt and not the brow, 

Thou shalt not find m) love is old. 

My love's a child; and thou ranst say 
• Ho\v much his little age may lie. 

For he was born the ver) day 
When first I set my eyes on thee! 


ODE XL 

Never can heart that feds ivtth me 
Descend to be a slave to thee /] Longepterre quotes 
here an epigftim from the Anthologia, on account 
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of the similarity of a particular phrase. Though 
hy no means Anacreontic, it is marked by an 
interesting simplicity which has induced me to 
paraphrase it, and may atone for its intrusion — 

a 

HiMrtr sat'frt/ n>xv /ac ya xaiperc. rov \tfuv cvpov. 

Ovdtv f/xot x vp-w* v re rovt ptr c/m. 

At length to Fortune, and to you, 

Delusive Hope! a last adieu ; 

The charm that once beguil'd is o'er, 

And I have reach'd niy destin'd shore. 
Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 

And you will smile at their believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving! 

© i 

Baa hus shall bid my ti'inter bloom , 

And Vemn dame me Iq the tomb /] The same com¬ 
mentator has quoted an epitaph written upon 
our poet by Julian, in which he makes him 
promulgate the precepts of good fellowship even 
from the tomh. 

lfoXXaKi per ro 3 f aeura, kcli ck tv/a^ov 8e fioTjcw, 
lltm-c, irpiv ravrriv ajJuf'tfiaXrjaOf koviv. 

This lesson oft in life I sung, 

And from my grave 1 . rill shall cry, 

*• Drink, mortal, drink, while time is young. 
Ere death has made thee cold as !.’* 
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ODB XU 

And with some maid , nvho Loathes but tw?% 

I'o xvalls\it no(mtuL\ through the , J Tints 

Horace— 

Quid babes* tiliiis, illiiis 
Quar ^pirahat umoii's, 

Qua; me surpuer.it mihi (lil>. iv. carm. 13). 

Ami does there then remain but this, 

And hast thou lost each rosy ray 
Of her, who breath'd the soul of bliss. 

And stole me from my sell away ? 


OI)E XU I 

The character of Anacreon U here very strik 
injjlyadepiftcd. His love of social, harmonised 
pleasures is express'd with a warmth, amiable 
and endearing. Among the epigrams imputed to* 
Anacreon is the following : it is the only one 
wotth translation, and it breathes the *ame 
sentiments with this* ode— 

C)e 0i\or, or Kprjnffit wafta w\eut oivoiroTafav, 
SetKea tat iroXepov daupvorvra \tyu. 

, AXX* oorit Mowtcwi^tc, *ai ay\aa 6u>p* AtppotkTi)* 
V.vfjLp.ufywt', fpar77c fiwrj<TK€Tai cv^poovvyi. 
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When to the Up the brimming rup is prest, 

And hearts are alt afloat Upon it* stream, > 
The# banish from m/boaftl the unpolisfi'd guest, 
Who makes the feats of war his barbarous 

theme. t 

« • v 

But bring the man, who o'er his goblet wreathes 
The Muse's laurel with*the Cyprian flower; , 
Oh ! give me him, whose soul expansive breathes 
And blends refinement with the social hour. 


ODE XL1U 

And xvhile the harp, impassion'd) flings 
Tuneful rapture from its strings , etc.] Respecting 
the harhiton a host of authorities mrfjr be collected, 
which, after all, leave us ignorant of the nature 
of the instrument. There is scarcely any point 
upon which we are so totally* uninfonped as the 
music of the ancients. The authors 1 extant f upon 
fhc subject are, 1 imagine, little understood; and 
certainly if one of their moods was a progression 
by quarter-tones, which we are told was the 
nature of the enharmonic scale, simplicity was by 
no means the characteristic of their melody; for 
this is a nicety of progression, of which modern 
music is not susceptible. 

<fce invention of the barhfton is, by Athenaeus, 

1 Collected by Meibomius. * 
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attributed to Anacreon (sec his fourth hook, 
where It in called to tvptipa tqv AvaKptovroi). 
Neanthes of Cyziru*,* as quoted by Gyraldus, 
assert* the same; vi.le Chabot in Herat, oxt the 
words “ L^shoum harbiton," In the first ode. 

Ami oh t the sadness in Mis sigh, 

As o\r his lip the accent r Met] Loiigcpicrrc ban 
quoted here an epigram from the Anthologia — 

f 

Kovpy Tit p e0 t\rjoe iraOxoirrpoi x n ^ r<Ttu i*ypott, 

THe strap typ to QiXijpa. ro ya f > oropa vfKTapo% or vet. 
Nee wetivu) to <f>i\ypa t iroXvv rov epusra v*irtaKtat. 

Of which the following paraphiasc may give 
some idea— 

The kiss that she left on my lip, 

Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie ; 

Twaa nectar she gave me to sip, 

Twas nectar 1 drank in her sigh. 

Prom the moment she printed that kiss, 

Nor reason nor rest has been mine; 

My whole soul has been drunk with the bliss. 
And feels a delirium divine 1 

it seems as Love him self had come 

To mate this spot his chosen home ;—] The intro¬ 
duction of these deities to the festival is merely 
allegorical. Madame Da tier thiriks that the poet 
describes # masquerade, where these deities were 
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personated by the company in masks. The 
translation will conform with either idea. 

, • 

Aik, all are here, to hail with me 
The Geniuj of Festivity /J KbiflOf, the deity or 
genius of mii^h. Philostratus, in tlnf third of 
his pictures, gives a very lively description of 
this god. 


ODE XLIV 

This spirited poem is a eulogy on the rose; and 
again, in the fifty-fifth ode, we shall find our 
author rich in the praises of that Bower. In a 
fragment of Sappho in the romance of Achilles 
'Patius, to which Barnes refers us, the rose is 
fancifully styled “the eye of flowers"; and the 
same poetess in another fragment call'f the 
favours of the Muse “ the*- roses of Pieria ”; see 
the notes on the fifty-fifth ode. 

“Compare with this ode (says the Gcrfnan 
annotator') the beautiful ode of U*. ‘ Die Rose,* " 

lichen with the blushing* sister Graces, 

Thi * wanton winding ihmt he traces. ] This 

sweet idea of hove dancing with the Graces 
is almost peculiar to Anacreon " (Degen). 

some bright nymph through the dance, etc.] 
The epithet fki&vKokwos , whtch he gives to the 
nymph, is literally “ full-bosomed.** f 
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OWE xi.v 

* 

"1'hcn Ictus nevit vj/'/fAy 

Jn u%tr*i nf thorns* Jrnm j>l<<UHrr'i 0 iViiy % et£.] 1 

have thus endeavoured to convey the meaning of 
rt $e tov [tiov TrXavu'/iai; according to Regnier*s 
paraphrase of the line — 

E chi val. fuor della strada 
Del piacere alma c gradita, 

Vancggiare in questa vita ? 


ODE XLVI 

m 

* 

The fastidious affectation of some commenta- 
tors has denounced thi** ode as spin ious. Degen 
prqfinuiiA’s the four last lines to he the patch¬ 
work of some miserable vet sificator, and ltrunek 
eondemns the whole ode. It appears to me, t*i 
the contrary, to he elegantly graphical; full of 
delicate expressions ami luxuriant imagery? The 
abruptness of I5c iron tapos <I>q.v*vtos ik striking 
ami spirited, and has been imitated rather lan¬ 
guidly by Horace— 

Vides ut Jfl ta stet nive randidum 

ftoracte . „ . 
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The imperative i 5 e is infinitely more impressive; 
as in Shak*peare~- 

B^jt look, the morn.* in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

Those is a Simple and poetical deNcnption of 
Spring iu Catullus's beautiful farewell to Bithynla 
(carm. 44 ;. • 

Baines conjcctutcs in his life oi out poet that 
this odetsa" written after he had returned from 
Athens to settle in his paternal seat at Teos; 
where, in a little villa at some distance from the 
city, commanding* a view of the ^gean Sea and 
the islands, he contemplated the beauties of 
nature and enjoyed the felicities of retirement 
{vici Barnes in Anac. Vita , § xxxv.). This suppo¬ 
sition, however unauthenticated, forms a pleasing 
association, svhich lenders the poem more in¬ 
teresting. 

Chcsreau says that (Jiegory Nazianz^nus has 
paraphrased somewhere this description ui Spring ; 
btyt 1 cannot meet with it (see Chevreau, (Fuvrej 
Melees), 

“Compare with this ode (says Degen) the 
verses of Hagedorn, book fourth, »Der Fruhling/ 
and book fifth, * Der Mai.* ’* 

While virgin Graces, rearm with Mag, 

Fling roses o'tr heir thrvg De Pauw reads, 

Xapcrat fipvovmr, “the roses display their 
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4 


graced." this in not uningenious; but we lose 
by it the beauty of the personification, to the 
boldness of which Rtfgni^r has rather frivolously 
objected. * • 


Tht murmuring billoivi of 'the dtfp 
Have languish'd into silent shift , etc.] It IfUit been 
justly remarked that the liquid flow ol tin* line, 
curaXt'etrac yaXijvTj, is perfectly expressive of the 
tranquillity whi< h it describe*. 


And tultur'd Jiel /, and t finding etc.] 11 y 

(iporojv tpya, “the work* of men" (*ay> H.ixterj, 
he mean* cities, temple*, and town*, vvlmli are 
then illuminated by tin In aim of the sun. 


ODE X1?VI1 

But Itandishwg a rosy fasl, etc.] Accor was a 
kijid ofc leathern vessel for wine, very much in 
use, as should seem by the proverb aff*ot koi 
OuXaxos, which was applied to those who were 
intemperate in eating and drinking. This 
proverb Is mentioned in *omc verses qi*p ted by 
Athena.us from the Hesionc of Alexis. 

The only thyrsus e\r Ptl m ask /] PhornutU# 
assigns as a reason for the consecration of the 
thyrsus to Bacch*>, that inebriety often render# 
tht support of a stick very necessaiy. 
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ODE XIjVIll 

A 

Ivy leaves my brow entwining, etc.] ‘*The ivy 
was consecrated to Bacchus ('says Mqntfaucon), 
because he formerly lay hid under that tree, or, 
as others will have it, because its leaves resemble 
those of the vine." Other reasons for its conse¬ 
cration, and the use of it in garlands at banquets, 
may he tound in Longepierre, Barnes, etc. etc. 

Arm t/c, arm ye, nnn of might , 

Has it/i to the sanguine fight1 have adopted the 
interpretation of Regnicr and others— 

Altri segua Marte fero; 

Che sol Bacco e '1 mio conforto. 


ODE XUX 

" This, the preceding ode, and a few more of the 
same character, are merely thansons a hoi re ;~the 
effusions probably of the moment of convi\ iality, 
and afterwards sung, we may imagine, with rap¬ 
ture throughout Greece. But that interesting 
association by wfiich they always recalled the 
convivial emotions that produced them, can now 
he little felt even by the most enthusiastic reader ; 
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and much le«* by a phlegmatic grammarian, who 
sees nothing in them hut dialects and particles. 

IVho, H'itk the sunshine f % thr butt'!, 

T’ha’ivs /hr 'U’intrr of our tout, etc. J AcatOf is the 
title \vhi<V he gives to Jlucchus ii^ the oiy;tiiul. 
it is a curious circumstance that Plutarch mistook 
the name of Levi among the Jews for Am (one 
of the bacchanal cries), and accordingly supposed 
that they worshipped Bacchus, 


ODE L 


Faber thinks this ode spurious; but. I believe, 
he is singular in his opinion. It has all the spirit 
of our author. Like the w«rath winch he pie- 
sented in the dream, if smells of Anacreon." 

The form gf the original is remarkable. It is 
a Mini <W' song of seven quatiaiu stanzas, each 
beginning with the line— 


Or tyu j nut tqv atvoi'. 


The first stun/.a alone is incomplete. coiAisting 
but of three lines. 

‘‘Compare with this poem ('says Degen; the 
terse* of Hagcdorn, lib. v. ? ‘ Der Wein,* where 
that ditinc poet hag wantoned in the prahtcb of 
wine." 
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When U'ine I quaffs brfort my eyes 

Dreams of poetic glory rite ;] Anacreon is not 
the only one (says Longepierre) whom wine has 
inspired with poetry. We find an epigram in 
the first book of the Anthologia which begins 
thus— if 

Oivof rot xaptfm /teyat TeXet iirrof aotfy, 

’TSup 5c invwVy traXov ou tckois cros. 

Tf with water you fill up your glasses, 

You'll never write anything wise; 

For wino\ the true horse of Parnassus, 
Which carries a hard to the skies! 

And while wc dance through vernal bowers , etc.] 
If some of the translators had observed Doctor 
Trapp’s caution with regard to TQk\m.v6c<nv fi’ cu 
avpatt, “ Cave ne rcelum intelligas,'' they would 
not have spoiled the simplicity of Anacreons 
fancy by such extravagant conceptions as the 
following— 

Quand je hois, mon ueil $'imagine 
Que, dans un tourhillon plein dc parfums divers, 
Bacchus m'impnrte dans les airs, 

K^mpli de sa liqueur divine. 

Or this— 

Indi me mcna 
Mcntre lieto ebro, deliro, 

Baccho in giro ■» 

Per la vaga aura serena.^ 

272 



Notes 


IVhen y with young revellers* round the howl* 

The olJ themselves grow young in soulf] Subjoined 
to Gail's edition of An^reon we find some curious 
letters upon the Ouurot of the ancients wJUch 
appeared iivthe French journals. At the opening 
of the Oijon in Paris, the inunafert of iliut 
spectacle requested Professor Gail to give them 
some uncommon name for their fetes. He *ug. 
gested the word *• Thuse," which was adopted: 
hut the literati ot Paris questioned the propriety 
of the term, and addressed their erituisms to (Jail 
through the medium of the public prints. 


ODE Id 

'Alberti has imitated this ode ; and ('apilupus 
in the following epigram has given a version 
o| it — 

Cur, Lalagc. mea vita, mens contemnis amores ? 

Cur fugis e nostro pulchra puella sinu ? 

Ne fugias, sint spar.su licet mea tempora ranis, 
lnquc tuo rose us fulgeat ore color. 

Aspire ut intextas deceant quoque flore corollas 
Candida purpureis lilia misfa rosis. 

Oh l why repel my saul’s impassion’d vow, 

And fly, beloved maid, these longing arms ? 
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Is it that wintry time has strew’d my brow, 

While thine arc all the summer's roseate charms Y 

See the rich garland cull'd in vernal weather, 
Where the young rose-hud with the lily glows ; 
So, in Love's,wreath we both may twin; together, 
And I the fily be, and thou the rose. * 

See, in yonder Jlutvct y braid, 

Cull'd fur thee, my blushing maid/] 44 In the same 
manner that Anacreon pleads for the whiteness 
of hi.s locks from the beauty of the colour in 
garlands, a shepherd in Theocritus endeavours 
to recommend his Mack hair— 

Kcu to iop /ifXae arn, icat d ypawra vaKirOc y, 

AW tjuirar ri» roiy ra irpurra Xeyavrai/* 

(Longepierre, Barnes, etc.) 


ODE LII 

‘‘This is doubtless the work of a more modern 
poet than Anacreon ; for at the period when lie 
JivedVhctoricians were not known " (Degen 
Though this ode is found in the Vatican manu¬ 
script, I am much inclined to agree in this 
argument against its authenticity; for though 
the dawnings of the art of rhetoric might already 
have appeared, the first who gave it any celebrity 
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was Corax of Syracuse, and he flourished in the 
century after Anacreon. 

Our poet antiripatetT the*ideas of Epituruf in 
his aversion to the labours of learning, sin well as 
his devotio^ to voluptuousness. ]laaar radnat' 
fiauapioi 0ft*Yrre, said the philosopher oP the 
garden in a letter to Pythoclcn. 


Teaeh wr this , and Lt me ttvint 

Svme jonjy responsive heart to mine .] 11 y XfiWH* 

A<ppo5iT7fS here 1 understand some beautiful girl, 
'in the same manner that Amuo* is often used for 
wine. “ Golden ” is frequently an epithet of 
beauty. Thus in Virgil, •* Venus aurca " ; and in 
Propertius, “ Cynthia a urea/' Tibullus, however, 
calls an old woman “golden.” 

The translation d'Autori A^ionimi, as usual, 
wantons on this passage of Anacreon - 

E m* insegni con piu rare 
•Koran: accorte d'involare 
Ad amahilc heltadc 
II hel cinto d’onestadc. 

And there's an end ■ for ah, you knotv 

They drink hut little trine helotv / J Thut Mailiard—- 

La Mort nous guette; et quand ses lois 
Nous ont enfermes uhe fois 
Au sein d’une fosse profonde, 

A Jieu b&ns vins et bon repas; 
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Ma science ne trouve pas 
l)es cabarets cn l'autre monde, 

« 

From Mainard, (lombauld, and De Cailly. old 
French poets, some of the best epigrams of the 
Eng\ : sh language have been borrowed/ 


ODE Mil 

JiiJ the blush of j umtnet * fou 

Burn upon my forehead'i j/wcs, etc.J Licet Us in 
his Hieroglyphic, quoting two of our poet's odes, 
where he calls to his attendants for garlands, 
remarks, “ Constat igitur floreas coronas poet is 
et potantihus in symposio convenire, non autem 
vapientihus et phHnsophiam affectantibuO—** It 
appears that wreaths of flowers were adapted for 
poets and revellers at banquets, hut by no means 
became those who had pretensions to wisdom ami 
philosophy.*’ On this principle, in his 152nd 
4 chapter he discovers a refinement in Virgil, 
describing the garland of the poet Sileinis. as 
fallei off; which distinguishes, he thinks, the 
divine intoxication of Silenus from that of 
common drunkards, who always wear their 
crowns while they drink. Such is the “ labor 
ineptiarum ” of commentators! 

He ttiU can kht the gablet's brim, et'.] Wine is 
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prescribed by Galen as an excellent medicine for 
old men : “Quod frigidon cr humorihus expietos 
culefaciat, etc.”; bue NV ure was Anacreon's 
physician. * 

There \ a proverb in Eriphus, as quoted by 
Arhena’ns, wbirh says “that wine flukes .ai old 
mail dance, whether he will or not.” 

Acryor e<rr' npxctcov, on tcatcuf ixw*', 

Khvov Xf'yoetri roes ytpovras, w irarcp, 
UuOtii/ \op(ai> ot> th\ovras. 


ODE LIV 

“This ode is written upon a picture whit It 
represented the rape of Europa" (Madame Darier). 

It may probably have been a description of one 
of those coins which the Sidnniaus struck nfT in 
honoui of F.uropa, representing a woni.ni c.uried 
.lerofs the st-a by a hull. Thus Natalis Comes. 
Iih. wii. cap. 23: ■* Sidonii niimi^mata cun^ 

lamina tauii dot so inddente ae mare traiiifretante 
t uderimt in eju> honor* rn.In the little treatise 
upon tlie j£oddes> of Syria attributed very lulscl) 
to I.ueiau, there i» mention of this coin, and of a 
temple dedicated by the Sidonians to Astarte, 
whom some, it appears, confounded with Europa. 

The poet Mosclu* has left a very beautiful Idyl 
on the story of Europa. 
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No t he descends from climes above. 

He looks the God, he breathes of Jove/] Thus 
Moschus— ,** 

'i 

K pinpe Ocpv nai rpe^c oc/tay* *cac yioero ravpos. 

m 

The God forgot himself, his heaven/for love, 
And a bull’s form belied th’ almighty 1 Jove. 


ODE LV 

This ode is a brilliant panegyric on the rose. 
“All antiquity (says Barnes) has produced 
nothing more beautiful.” 

From the idea of peculiar excellence, which the 
ancients attached to this jlower, arose a pretty 
proverbial expression, used by Aristophanes, 
according to SuuLs, poba fx eqnpras, “You have 
spoken roses/* a phrase somewhat similar to the 
“dire des fleurettes" of the French. In the 
same idea of excellence originated, 1 do'jht not, a 
very curious application of the word podoo, for 
‘which the inquisitive reader may consult Gaul- 
minus upon the epithalamium of our poet, where 
it is introduced in the romance of Theodorus. 
Muretus in one of his elegies calls his mistress 
his rose— 

Jam te igitur rursus teneo, formosula, jam te 
(Quid trepidas?) teneo; jam, ro*a, te teneo 

Oleg- 8). 
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Now I again may clasp thee, dearest, 

What is there now, on earth, thou fcarest? 
Again these longing }rms infold thee, 

Again, my rose, again 1 hold thee. * 

This, ftke most of the terms of endearment in 
the modern Latin poets, is taken from pfaiitus; 
they were vulgar and colloquial in his time, hut 
are among the elegancies of the modern Latinists. 

Passcratius alludes to the ode before us in tlie 
beginning of his poein on “ The Rose ”— 

Carmine digna rosa est; vellem cancretur ut illam 
*l'eius arguta cccinit testudiiic vates. 

Resplendent rose/ to thee we'll sing;] I have passed 
over the line aw iraipet oi^ei /ucXirips which is 
corrupt in thin original reading, and has been 
very little improved by the utTnofatois. I should 
suppose it to he an interpolation, if it were not 
for a line which occurs aftet wards * rprpt 8 y rjivaiv 
\*ytopnv. 

And yenus, in its freih-blown leaves, etc.] Bcllcai), 
in a note upon an old French poet, quoting the 
original here atfipodiatusv r’ atfvpfia, transhftefl it: 
•• Comme les del ices ct mignardises de Venus.** 

Oft has the poet % s magic tongue 

The rose's fair luxufiance sung, etc.] The following 
U a fngirfnt of the Lesbian poetess. It la cited 
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in the romance of Achilles Tatius, who appears 
to have resolved the numbers into prose. Be rot? 
avthaiv rjOeXev 6 7r€vi<\iri9(ivai fiaoiXea, to poSov 
av re M avdttav efiacnXevt. yrjt e<m KO<r/jLOt , jwruv 
ay \ a iap. a, otjrOa\fiot avfltwv, \tifiwvoi epvOrjpa, 
saWfcs atrrpchrroe. E purros ireci, AifrpoSirrju Tpo- 

£t vn , r unheai <f)v\\ois KO/j.a , evKivrfTots ireraXois 
to irtraXoe Ty 7 t t<pvpy yeXa. 

If Jove would give the leafy bowers 
A queen foi all their woild of flowers, 

'I'lu* lose would be the choice of Jove, 

And blush, the queen of every grove. 
Sweetest child of weeping morning, 

(Jem, the vest of earth adorning, 

Ey e of gardens, light of lawns, 

Nursling of soft summer dawns ; 

Love's ownvarlie't sigh it breathes. 

Beaut hmw with lustre wreathes, 

4 

And. to ) ming Zephyr’s warm caresses, 
Spreads abio.id it* verdant tresse*\ 

Till, hi fishing with the wanton's play. 

Its cheek wear* e\ ’n a richer ra) ! 

When morning paint \ thi orient j//vj , 

Her fng ers burn ivith roseate dija , etc.] Ill the 
original here, he enumerates the many epithets 
of beauty, borrowed from roses, which were used 
by the poets, wapa rwv ffotfxav. We sec that 
poets were dignified in Greece with the title of 
sages: even the careless Anacreon, w* o lived but 
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for love anti voluptuousness, was called by Plato 
the wise Anacreon--*• luir h.rc sapientia *iuon- 
tlam." 


/Viwey the add 'mu ird «/.//,. etc.] lie here 
alludes to the use of tin rose in em^ilmiug : and. 
perhaps ( as Barnes thinks\ to the ros\ unguent 
with which Venus anointed the coip.se of Hector 
i Homer’s Iliad, \p). It may likewise trgaid ilu* 
ancient practice of putting garlands of loses on * 
the dead, as in Statius, Thil. lib. 7X2. 

. . . Hi sertis, hi vet is honoie soluto 
Auumulant artus, patriaque in sede reponunr 
Corpus odoratuni; 

Where veris honor,” though it mean every kind 
of flowers, may seem more particularly to refer 
to the rose, which our poet fti another ode calls 
to.pot pf.\r}fia. V e read in the If/ /o<d//fdtii > of 
Pieiiiis, lift. 1\., that some ol the ancients used to 
ordA' in*their wills that roses should he annually 
stuttered on their fourths, and Pierius has adduced 
some sepulchral inscriptions to this pm pose. 

And wQi.lt the ikj hge nf then// ] When ht* say > 
tha* this flower prevails over time itself, he still 
alludes to its efficacy in embalmment.''tenrra poneret 
ossa ro.sa— Propert, lib. i. cleg. 17), or perhaps 
to the subsequent idea of its fragrance surviving 
its bcutyi for he can scarcely mean to praise for 

281 



Notes 


duration the “nimiuni breves (lores** of the rose. 
Phildstratus compares this flower with love, and 
says that they both defy it he influence of time; 
Xpolov 5 c otre Epws, ot/re /Jo 5 a Older. Unfor¬ 
tunately the similitude lies not ill thei,' duration, 
but tjjcir tratsience. 

Street m in youths its balmy breath 

Diffuses oJotn even in death /] I'll Us Casper 

H.irl&u* in hit* Rttus Nupttarum — 

Amhrosiuin lute rosa tune quoque spargir odorem. 
Cum flu : r, aut multo languida sole jacet. 

Nor then the rose its odour loses, 

When all its flushing beauties die; 

Nor less ambrosial balm diffuses, 

When wither'd by the solai eye. 


If’ith nil. ta) diopi % a )ubij tide , 

77 /.- stvatly oinnt buds they dytd, etc.] 'K’u* author 
of the ** Pei \ igilium Veneris a poem attributed 
Co Catullus, the style of whith appears to me to 
have all the lahouied luxuriance* of a much latei 
period) ascribes the tincture of the rose to the 
blood from the wound of Adonis— 

. . . Ros.t 

Fusil* aprino de cruore— 

» 

hording to the emendation of Lipstyi*. In the 
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following epigram this hue is differently ac¬ 
counted for— 

Ilia quidem studidsa stum defendore Adonim, 
Gradivus stricto quern petit ense ferox, 

Affixit du ris vestigia cara ro.setis, 

Albaque divino pict.i cruoir fosu est* 

While the enamour’d queen of joy 
Flies to protect her lovely hoy. 

On whom the jealous war-god rushes ; 

She treads upon a thorned rose, 

And while the wound with crimson flows 

The snowy flow'ret feels her Mood, and hludics! 


ODE LVI 

*■ Compare with this elegant ode the verses of 
Uz, lih. i. • Die Weinlese f M fDegen). 

Tins appears to he one of the hymns which 
were sung at the anniversary iesti\al of the 
vintage ; one of the (vtXrjvioi i'/jvoi, as oui pffci 
himself terms them in the fifty-ninth ode. We 
cannot help feeling a sort of reverence foi* these 
classic relics of the religion of antiquity. Horace 
may he supposed to have written the nineteenth 
ode of his second hook, and the twenty-fifth of 
the third, for some bacchanalian celebration of 
this kind. # 
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Which. sparkling in the cup of mirth , 

Illuminate the sons of earth / J III the original. 
troTov affTovov Komfaf. Madame Dacier thinks 
thafthe poet here had the nepenthe of Homer in 
his mind ' OJijjjtif, lib. iv. ). This nef/eiithc was 
a sontcthing tr>f exquisite charm infused by Helen 
into the wine of her guests, which had the power 
of dispelling eveiy anxiety. A French writer. 
l)e Mere, conjectures that this spell, which made 
the howl so beguiling, was the charm of Helen's 
tonvei sation : see Baylc, art. •‘Helene.' 1 


ODE LVII 


This ode is a very animated description of a 
picture of Venus <fn a discus, which represented 
the goddess in bet first emergence from the waves. 
About two cent uties after our poet wjote, the 
pencil ol the artist Apelle-* embellished* this 
subject in his famous painting of the Venus 
Anad)omenc, the model of which, as Pliny 
informs us, was the beautiful Cam pas pc given 
to him by Alexander; though, according to 
A'li/./Zfi Comes, lib. \ii. cap. 16, it was Phryne 
who sat to Apelles for the face and breast of this 
Venus. 

There arc a few blemishes in the reading of 
the ode before us, which have influenced Faber, 
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Hcyne, Brunck, etc., to denounce the whole poem 
a- spurious. But, ( < non ego paucis otfc.nd.ir 
maculis.” 1 think it i* quite beautiful enough to 
he authentic. * 

\ 

Whose tva i thi artist hand that ifnead 

Upon thts dish the n^an't hid* J 'I’fie aln ufit nc>s 
of apa Tit rofuiirc ttoptov i> finely cxpiessivc of 
Mi<hlen admiration, and is one of those beauties 
which we cannot hut admire in tlieii source, 
though, hy frequent imitation, they ate now 
become familiar am! unimpressive. 

And all that myster y loves to /t’rufi, 

Fancy, like Faith , adores unseen , etc.] The picture 
here has all the delicate character of the semi- 
reducta Venus, and affords a happy specimen of 
what the poetry of passion bight to he -glowing 
hut through a veil, and stealing upon the heart 
from concealment. Few of the ancients have 
.0‘i^ned*this modesty of desciiption, which, like 
the golden cloud that hung over Jupiter and Juno, 
is impervious to every brain hut that of fancy. ^ 

Her hosorn, hie the deiv-xvuth'drt,sc y etc*.] “ J*o 5 caH' 
(says an anonymous annotatorj is a whimsical 
epithet for the bosom." Neither Catullus nor 
Gray have been of his opinion. The former has 
the expression— 0 

JZn hie in roseis latet papillis, 
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And the latter— 

|„o I where the ros^-bosom\l hours, etc. 

CrAttus, a modern Latinist, might indeed he 
censured for too vague a use of the epithet “ rosy/’ 
when |;e apples it to the eyes: “ e roseis oculis." 

. . . Young Di-sin, etc.] In the original, '\fiepos, 
who was the same deity with Joeus among the 
Romans. Aurelius Augurellus has a poem begin¬ 
ning— 

Invitar olim Bacchus ad cucnam suos 
Comon, Joeum, Cupidinem, 

Which Parnell has closely imitated— 

day Bacchus, liking Estcouit'.s wine, 

A noble meal bespoke us ; 

And for the guests that were to dine, 

Brought Comus, Lo\e, and Jorus. etc. 


ODE LVIll 

I haye followed Barnes's arrangement of this 
ode, which, though de\ iating somewhat from the 
Vatican MS., appears to me the more natural 
order. 

When Gold, as feet as zephyr's pinion , 

Escapes like any faithless minion , etc.]#* In the 
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original, 'O Spaireryi 6 xptvor. There is a kind of 
pun in these words, as Madame Dacier has already 
remaiked : for Chryso*, wlsieh signifies gold, was 
also a frecpient name for a slave, hi out of 
Lucian's ^alogues, there is, I think, a similar play 
upon the word, where the followers qf Chry^ppus 
are called golden fishes. The puns of the ancients^ 
are, in general, even more vapid than our own ; 
some of the best are those recorded of Diogenes. 


AnJ jlies »u- (.«■ he jlia me ever' i, etc.] Act 5 ’, an 
fie favyti. This grace of iteration has already 
been taken notice of. Though sometimes meiely 
a playful beauty, it is peculiarly expressive of 
impassioned sentiment, and we may easily believe 
that it was one of the many sources of that 
eueigetic sensibility which breathed through the 
style of Sappho; ste Gy raid. *Vct, Putt. Dntl. 9. 
Ir will not he said that this is a mechanical 
01 nament by any one who can feel its elurm in 
thost* lines of Catullus, where be complains of 
the infidelity of his mistiest, Leshia--- 

Curli, Leshia nostra. Lcshiu ilia, 
ilia Leshia, quam Catullus unam, 

Plus quam sc atque sums amavir omnes. 

Nunc, etc. 

Si sic omnia dixisse^!—but the rest does not bear 
citation. 
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They dash'd thr tvine-cuf>, that, by him, 

1 Vi$ filled ivith kisses to the brim ,] Original— 

4 l t\rjp.a.Tifr 8(*K(dvtav, 

* ]\o&u)V jn'trcXXa Ktpyrfs . 

Horace has^* Dcsideritpie temperare poculum," 
nor figuratively, however, like Anacreon, hut 
importing the lovc-philties of the witches. By 
4 »eup.s of kisses’* our poet may allude to a 
favourite gallantly among the ancients of 
drinking when the lips of their mistresses had 
touched the hrim— 

“Or leave a kiss within tin cup, 

And I’ll not ask for wine," 

as in Ben Jonson's translation from Philostratus; 
and Lucian has a conceit upon the same idea, 
••'lea vac iriio/s dfyx vat “that you may 

at once both drink and kiss.'’ 


, ODE L 1 X 

The title ETriX^etos v/avo?, which Barnes has 
given* to this ode, is by no means appropriate. 
We have already had one of those hymns (ode 56), 
but this is a description of the vintage; and the 
title «t oivov, which it bears in the Vatican MS., 
is more correct than any tfeat have been sug¬ 
gested. 
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Degcn, in the true spirit « literary scepticism, 
doubt* that this ode is genuine, without assailing 
any reason for such a ^susfdcion :—•* non amo te, 
Suhidi, nec possum dicere ^uure. M But this ^ far 
from sati^actory criticism. 


ODE I.X 

This hymn to Apollo i*> supposed not to haw 
been written hy Anacreon : and it is undoubtedly 
rather a sublimei flight than tin* Teian wing is 
accustomed to soar. Bur. in a poet <>t \vho,r 
works so small a proportion lias readied us, 
diversit) of style is by no means a safe ciifciion. 
If we knew Horace but a* a satirist, should we 
easily believe there could dwell such animation in 

4 

his lyre? Suidas says that our^ioet wrote hjmns, 
and this perhaps i-* one of them. We can per¬ 
ceive in what an altered and impelfeet state his 
uork^ afL* at present, when we rind a scholiast 
upon Horace citing an fide from the third book 
of Anacreon. 

And hrjiv t/i<’ tsihL r. t>nu.! mu,J 

FUiv tit'mbling to th. Ih.tHi y jJuJ- r etc,] Original-- 

To pav €Kirftfn rye \tvrpov* 

4>1 HTtUt S' djlACt^f p.op<p-qu. 

1 rind the word Kfvrpov here has a double force, 
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as it also signifies that *« omnium parentem, quam 
sancttm Numa, etc. etc." fsee Martial). In order 
to confirm this import of the word here, those 
who are curious in new readings may place the 
stop after Qwetasn thus— 

„ T*» ntv acirapt irye Kfvrpov 

8 ’ a/j.ei\p€ ^lofxp-qv. 

Still In shuurto/u 'till inspire 

The uf tin Turn h/r, .•] The original is 

Top Avclkw ovra. fii^iov. I have translated it under 
the Mippoiition that the hymn is by Anacreon ; 
though I fear, from this \ery line, that his claim 
to it can scarcely he supported. 

Toe A vaKptoyra fJLtfio r, ** Imitate Anacreon.' 1 
Such is the lesson given us l»y the lyrist: and if, 
in poetry, a simple elegance of sentiment, en¬ 
riched by the moiit playful felicities of fancy, be 
a charm which **in\ite.s or deserves imitation, 
where shall we find such a guide as Anacreon ? In 
morality too, with some little reserve, we need 
not Mush, I think, to follow in his footsteps. 
For if his song he the language of his heart, 
though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and 
benevolent; and who would not forgive a few 
irregularities, when atoned for hy virtues so rare 
and so endearing? When we think of the 
sentiment in those lines— 

Away ! 1 hate the slanderous dart, 

Which steals to wound tV unwary heart, 
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how many arc there in the world to whom we 
would wish to say, T ov Avauptovra. fiifiovl 

Here ends the last of thi ode* in the Vaycait 

MS., w]|ose authority helps to confirm the 

genuine antiquity of them all, though u few 

have stolen among the number, w^ich w? may 

hesitate in attributing to Anacreon. In the little* 

es-ay prefixed to this translation, 1 ohserwd that 

Barnes has quoted this maniisriipt imorrectly, 

relying upon an imperfect copy oi it, which Isaac 

Vos.sius had taken. I shall just mention two or 

three instances of this inaccuracy — the fiist which 

0 

occur to me. In the ode of the l)o\e, on the 
words <rvyKa\v\^u\ he say.s, ** Vatican 

MS. (rvantafav, etiam Prisciano in\ito": hut 
the MS. reads with crviThiaffU) inter¬ 

lined. l)egen too, on the samt^line, is somewhat 
in error. In the twenty - second ode of this 
M ties, line thirteenth, the MS. has rtturj with 
a. interlined, and Barnes imputes to it the reading 
of rt?($7j. In the fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he 
professes to have preserved the reading of the* 
MS. A\a\j)u.fVT) 5 * fir’ ui'Tip while the latter ha# 
a\a\r}u(vos 6 ' err’ a era. Almosr all the yther 

annotators have transplanted these errors from 
Barries. 


ODE I,XI 

The intrusion of\his melancholy ode among 
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the careless le\ ities of our poet, reminds uh of 
the skeletons which the Egyptians used to hang 
up in their banquet-ropim ,to inculcate a thought 
ol‘ rrortality e\en amidst the dissipations of mirth. 
If it were not for the heauty of its numbers, the 
Teiun Muse, should disown this ode. ‘-Quid 
habet illius, illius qux spirabat amores Y " 

To Stobrtus we are indebted for it. 

Hl'iom y ^ /./►<■», vrjy . 

All th i jiuivcn f'fh/l: ./.<'*///.] Horace often, with 
feeling and elegance, deplore*- the fugacity of 
human enjoyment*. See book ii. ode 11; and 
thus in the second episrle, hook ii.-- 

Singula de nohis anni prxdanrur euntes; 

Eripuere jocos, venerem. comivia, ludum. 

The wing of esery passing da\ 

Wither* Mimf blooming joy away ; 

And waft* from our enamour'd arm* 

The banquet's mirth, the urgin'* chat ms. 

I 

Dr wry tin thought «/' Jying f etc.] Regnier, a 
1 libertine French poet, has w ritten *ome sonnets 
on the approach of death, full of gloomy and 
trembling repentance. Chaulieu. however, sup¬ 
ports more consistently the *pirit of the Epicurean 
philosopher. See his poem addre*sed to the 
Marquis de Lafare-- 

Plus j approche du terme moins je le redoute, 
etc. 
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sI/h/i when omc the jouritet/s o'er , 

Ah/ 7 ve tan rtturn no m^re J Sealiger, upon 
CVullus's well-known lifles, **yui mint- ifc per 
iter. eta.** remarks that Ac heron, with the 
same idea, is called avtrofios hy Theocritus, and 
ouerfhfipo/ios hy Nicander. 


ODE I.XII 

This ode consists ol two fragments. which are 
to he found in Atlunaus, hook x., and whieli 
ilarncs, from the similarity of their tendency, has 
combined into one. I think this a very justifiable 
liberty, and ha\e adopted it in >ome other 
fragments of our poet. 

Degen relei s iis here to \erse« ol l 7 z. lib. iv., 
•• Der Trinker.’’ 

• * 

Hat Iti thi Tiv.’/t r jlvtr. 

To ibul the ^r.i/u i inti nip! / at, ylo'ii , etc*. J It WU* 
Amphitryon who first taught the CJreeks to mix 
water with their wine; in commemoration of 
which circumstance they erected altars to Bacchus 
and the nymphs. On this mythological allegory 
the following epigram is founded— 

' Ardentem ex utero Semeles lavere Ly&’um 
? aiadet^ extincto fulminis igne *acri; 

2 93 



Notes 


Cum nymphis igitur tractabilis. at .sine nymphis 
Camlenti rur»us fulnpine rorripitur. 

*' 'Pierius Valerianus.) 

Which in. non \ertium verho— 

# # 

While heavenly fire consum'd his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame. 
And dipp'd him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Hence, still he loves the Naiad's crystal urn. 

7 0 

And when his native fires too fiercely burn, 

0 

Seeks the cool waters of the fountain-nv mph. 


ODE I.XIII 

••This fragment is preserved in Clemens Alex- 
andrinus. Shorn, ifh. vi.. and in Arsenius. Collect. 
Gt t rc." ( Barnes 

It appears to have been the opening of a hymn 
in praise of l.ove. • * 


« ODE I.XIV 

This hymn to Diana is extant in Hephi'stion. 
There is an anecdote of our poet which has led 
some to doubt whether he ever wrote any odes 
of this kind. It is related by the scholiast upon 
Pindar {Iithmhtu. ode ii. v. I. as cittfi by Barnes) 
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that Anacreon being asked why he addressed all 
his hymns to women and none to the deities ? 
answered. Because wonfcn are my deities. 

I hav 4 assumed, it will he seen, in reporting 
this anecdote the >ame liberty which I have 

'A % 

thought it right to take in translating some of 
the odes ; and it were to he wished that the*^ 
'ittle infidelities were always allowable in intn 
preting the writings of the ancients: rh.is, when 
nature is forgotten in the original, in the Iran-, 
lation »• tamen usque recuiret." 

Tutu, to 1 .elite s rivet turn , 

Thtte thy vanquish'd people mourn f J Lethe, a 
ri\er of Ionia, according to Straho, falling into 
the Meander. In its neighbourhood was the city 
called Magnesia, in fa\»ur of whose inhabitants 
our poet is supposed to ha\e*addres*cd this sup 
plication to Diana. Ir was written 'as Madame 
Datjer conjectures) on the occasion of some 
baffle, in which the Magnesiaiis had been de¬ 
feated. 


ODE LXV 

Tills ode, which is addressed to some Thracian 
girl, exists in Heruclideu and ha* been imitated 
very frequently hf Horace, as all the annotators 
hav„* rerenrked. Madame Dacier rejects the 

*95 



Notes 


allegory, which runs so obviously through the 
poem, and supposes it to have been addressed to a 
youryj mare belonging V> Polycrates. 

Piet ins in the fourth hook of hi* Hifogluf kus 
cites this ode, and informs us that the horse was 
tht hitfrt'glypfiiial emblem ol pride. 


ODE I.XV1 

'This ode is introduced in the Romance of 
Tbtodonis ProdiomiN. and is that kind of epitha- 
lamitim which was -ung like a scholium at *hc 
nuptial haiH|ue!. 

Among the maivy works of the impassioned 
Sappho of which time uiid ignorant .superstition 
have deprived in. the loss of her epithalamiums 
is not one of the least that we deplore. The 
following lines are cited .n a relic of one ol tflost* 
IV urns :- 

1 )\fiic yan*ip€. i7ci t*.tv orj “,ajj.os u't apao, 
EifrrreXftrr', t\tis Of ?> raptferoi' nr apao. 

See Scaliger in his Pc.it .j on the Epithalamium. 

An,/jhitsr thtri an inf. nt if.’ . 

To Ngom hit Jt.r , t :>'J toir. r hit thn Original, 
Ketrapirroy 6e vt^vKOt etv tvi Kiprta, P^sseratius, 
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upon tho word*• turn ca-tum ami-it florem," in 
tho Nuptial Song of' Catullus. after expRining 
k * Ho- " in somewhat a* sinjflar -ense to that which 
(•au!mir^i« attributes to (>q&ov, say*. ** HoTttim 
quoque vocanr in quo Hos ille carpitur, tt <ir.rcis 
ktjit ov ran to reft^aiov ^i vatKuv.'' 

I may remark, in pacing, that the author o(« 
the Creek version of this charming ode of 
Catullus ha- neglected a mo-t striking and 
Anacreontic heauty in those terse-, *• Ur Hos in 
septis. ere.," which i* the repetition of the line, 

•• Multi ilium pueti, mult a: nptavere puella/’ 
with the -light alteration of milli and nulla’. 
Ca?ullu- him-elf. however, ha- been equally 
injudicious in hi- version of the fa moil- ode of 
Sappho: hating translated yf\<jj<ras ififfiori/, hut 
omi**ed all notice of the accompanying charm. 
rxBv <f>uvovaai. Horace has cliight the spirit of 
it more faithfully - 

Du Ice ridentem l.alugtn amaho, 

Duh e loquentem. 


ODE I.XVII 


ThV frag 


jment is preserved in the third hook of 


Strabo. 


Of the £at ieman prince my oivn ,* J He here 

297 



Notes 


allude* to Arganthonius, who lived, according to 
Lucia'S, a hundred and fifty years; and reigned, 
according to Herodotil*. eighty (see Barnes). 


ODE LXVIII 

Thi- is composed of two fragments — the 
.seventieth uiid cighty-fir-t in Barnes, They are 
both found in Eu*tathiu». 


ODE LXIX 

"Three fragments form this little ode, all of 
which are present'd in Athenarus. 'They are the 
eighty-second, sevent)-fifth, and eight)-third in 
Barnes. 

_ d«i/ cwrft ;»«<*>/, in shade ht» head. 

Three little fragrant Jiapl.ts spread ,*] Longepierre, 
to give an idea of tile luxurious estimation in 
whiefi garlands were held hy the ancients, relates 
an anecdote of a courtezan, who in order to 
gratify three lovers, without lea\itig ca* -e for 
jealousy with any of them, gave a ki»s to one, 
let the other drink after her,* and put a garland 
on the brow of the third: so tlv\* each was 
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satisfied with his favour, ami flattered hinwlf 
with the preference. 

This circumstance rt»emhles \ery much the 
subject %f one of the Luton* of Savari de Mauleon, 
a troubadour sec //Hntotr. I.ittnan . de* 7»»///■</- 
Joun \ The recital is a curious picture* id the 
puei ile gallantries id dm airy. 


ODE LXX 

Compiled hy Barnes fiom AtheiiTu-, Heph.rs 
tion, «>nJ Arsenius see Barnes. Xcth), 


ODE LXXI 

This I have formed from the eight)-fourr!i and 
eig^t)* fifth of Barnes’s edition. The two frag 
inert- are found in Athenvus. 

7 > i* pu filing f\ncn, that m <om< shade 

Its antler'it mothn leaves l-ehtnJ* etc.] f 111 the 
oi iginul — ' 

'Ot tV t‘\tl KfpQf<TTr}V 

Airo\<i 0 lS l cir 1V0 jjrjTfW. 

14 Horned” hefe, undoubtedly, set-ms a strange 
epi-.net; Madame Dacier, however, observes that 
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.Sophocles. Callimachus, etc., have all applied it 
in rhea cry tame manner, and she .seem-* to agru* 
in the conjecture of the scholiast upon Pindar, 
that perhaps horns arc nor always pecul^r ‘Ac 
males. I think we may with more ease conclude 

4 

it to 1* ■ a licence of the poet. “ ju-sir habere 
jjih 11am cornua.” 


ODE J.XXI1 

This fragment is pristned l»y the scholiast 
upon Aristophanes, and is the eighty-se\etvh in 
Mai m s. 


Of)E LXXIII 

This is ro l)i found in Hipha’stion. and ?■> the 
eighty-ninth ol Barnes's edition. € • 

1 ha\e omitted, irom among these -craps, a 
\i*ry considerahle fragment imputed to our poet. 
ia»*f*77 o' Ee/U'TriA?; MeXei, itc.. which is presumed 
in the "twelfth hook of Atlu-naus. and * ! h 
ninety-first in Barnes. It it was really An..*.’con 
who wrote it. “nil fuir innpiam sic impar >i." 
It is in a .style of gross satire, and abounds with 
expressions that ncxer could bt* gracefully trans¬ 
lated. 
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ODE I.XXIV 

9 

A fragment presenoV l») i>ion Chi) s.»stoni. 
Orff. ii.#de Regno - see Barnes. vjrd.). 


ODE I,XXV 

This fragment. which is extant in Athenrvuii 
i Hit ill's. I'.fst;. is supposed. oil the author it) <d 
C^amj Icon, to have been addressed t»» S.ipplw 
Wt ha\e also a stan/a attributed to het, who 1 ' 
soiih* lomanceis ha\e supposed to lit hei ansvcn 
to Anacreon. *• Mais par malheur a* lla)b* 
says . Sappho\inr an mondr eiu it on tern o u six 
vingr ans a\ant Anacreon ” Xw :• // ■ / h K,. 

/ i L ft. tom. i,. dc Nnwmlne i 4 . 'Hr* 
following is her fragment. the i-nmplimi'rr of 
w!i* h # is finely imagined: she supposes t'-at tin* 
Mii-i' has dictated the ceiscs of Ana< r-on— 

\\tlVOV, U) XpV<Tt)tipt)V* Moirj’ tVUJWi*; 

TfjvoV) fK rrjs ^aWippfluos '•r'Aflv 
Ttjcos xutpas ov anot r^Treu.’5 
IIpe<r.4i'T aya i ov. 

)’< Muse! who sir ,r on golden throne. 

Full many a hymn of witching tone 
The Teian sage is taught hy thee ; 
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Hut, Goddess, from thy throne of gold, 
The sweetest hymn thou'st ever told, 
Vie lately learn'<^and # sung for me. 


ODE LXXV 1 

Formed of the 124th and 119th fragments in 
Barnes, both of which are to he found in Scaliger's 

Pocthj. 

De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and 
couplets, which Scaliger has adduced as examples 
in his Poeths, are by no means authentic, but of 
bis own fabrication. 


ODE LXXVI1 

m 

'This is generally inserted among the remains 
of Alcxus. Some, however, have attributed it to 

f 

Anacreon; see our poet's twenty-second ftde, 
and the notes. 


• ODE LXXVIII 

See Barnefe, 173rd. This fragment, to wh£h I 
have taken the liberty of adding a turn not <6 be 
found in the original, is cited by Lucian in his 
abort essay on the Gallic Hercules. ” 
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